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ONE OF THE "FORTY." 

(t'iMMORTEL.) 

In the 1880 edition of Men of the Present Day^ under 
the caption Astier-Rehu, the following notice appears : — 

Astier, commonly called Astier-Rehu {Pierre Alexandre 
Leonard), number of the Academic^ Francaise, was horn in 
1816 at Sauvagnat (Pay-de-Dome), of humble parents, 
who belonged to the class of small farmers. From his 
earliest years he evinced a remarkable aptitude for the study 
of history. His education, begun at Riom and completed at 
Louis'le- Grand, where he was afterwarks recalled as pro- 
fessor, was more thorough than is now fashionable, and se- 
cured his admission to the Ecole Normale Superieure, 
whence he succeeded to the Chair of History at the Lycee of 
Mende, It was here that he wrote his Essay on Marcus 
AuRELius, which was crowned by the Academic Francaise. 
Called to Paris the following year by M, de Salvandy, the 
young and brilliant professor showed his sense of the dis- 
cerning favor extended to him by publishing, in rapid sue- 
cession, The Great Ministers of Louis XIV. {crowned 
by the Academic Francaise), Bonaparte and the Concor- 
dat {crowned by the Academie Francaise), and the admir- 
able Introduction to the History of the House of 
Orleans^ a magnificent prologue to the work to which the 
historian was destined to devote twenty years of his life. 
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This time the Academie, having no more crowns to offer 
him, gave him a seat among its members. He could scarcely 
be called a stranger there^ having married Mile. RehUy 
daughter of the lamented Paulin Rehu, the celebrated archi- 
tect, member of the Academie des Inscriptions et Belles 
Lettres, and grcutd^ughter of the highly respected Jean 
Rehu, the father :of ihe Academie Francaise, the elegcmt 
translator of Ovid, ^nd author of the Letters to Urania, 
whose hale old age excites the admiration of the Institute. 
By his friend and colleague^ M. Thiers, Leonard Astier- 
Rehu was called to the post of Keeper of the Archives of 
Foreign affairs. It is well known that, with a noble dis- 
regard of his interests, he resigned, some years later (1878) 
rather than that the impartial pen of history should be ren- 
dered servile to the demands of our present rulers. But de- 
prived of his beloved archives, the author has turned his 
leisure to good account. In two years he hcu given us the 
last three volumes of his history, and announces shortly 
New Lights on Galileo, based upon documents extremely 
curious and hitherto entirely unpublished. All the works 
of Astier-Rehu may be had of Petit-Sequard^ Bookseller 
to the Academie. 



As the publisher of this book of reference entrusts to 
each person concerned the task of telling his own story, 
no doubt can possibly be thrown upon the authenticity of 
these biographical notes. But why must it be asserted 
that Leonard Astier-R^hu resigned his post as keeper of 
the Archives ? Every one knows that he was dismissed, 
sent away with no more ceremony than a hackney-cabman, 
because of an imprudent phrase let slip by the historian of 
the House of Orleans, vol. v., p. 327 : " Then, as to-day, 
France, overwhelmed by the flood of demagogy, etc." 
Who can see the end of a metaphor ? His salary of five 
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hundred pounds a year, his rooms in the Quai iPOrsay 
(with coal and gas) and, besides, that wonderful treasure 
of historic documents, which had si|pplied the sap of his 
books — all this had been carried away from him by this 
unlucky " flood," all by his own flood ! 

The poor man could not get over it. Even after the 
lapse of two years, regret for the ease and the honors of his 
office gnawed at his heart, and gnawed with a sharper tooth 
on certain dates, certain days of the month or the week, 
and above all on " Teyss^dre's Wednesdays." Teyss^dre 
was the man who polished the floors. He came to the 
Astiers' regularly every Wednesday. On the afternoon of 
that day Madame Astier was at home to her friends in 
her husband's study, this being the only presentable apart- 
ment of their third floor in Rue de BeaunCy the remains of 
a grand house, terribly inconvenient in spite of its magnifi- 
cent ceiling. 

The distiurbance caused to the illustrious historian by 
this " Wednesday," recurring every week and interrupting 
his industrious and methodical labors, may easily be con- 
ceived. He had come to hate the rubber of the floors, £t 
man from his own country, with a face as yellow, close 
and hard as his own cake of beeswax. He hated Teyss^- 
dre, who, proud of coming from Riom, while /*Jt/if«M/V« 
Achtier c2imQ only from Chauvagnat^'* had no scruple in 
pushing about the heavy table covered with pamphlets, 
notes and reports, and hunted the illustrious victim from 
room to room till he was driven to seek refuge in a kind of 
pigeon-hole over the study, where, though not a big man, 
he had to sit for want of room to get up. This lumber- 
closet, which was fiurnished with an old damask chair, an 
aged card-table and a stand of drawers, looked out on the 
court-yard through the upper circle of the great window 
belonging to the room below.* 

Through this opening, much resembling the low glass 
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door of an orangery, the historian at work might be seen 
from head to foot, miserably doubled up like Cardinal La 
Balue in his cage. It was here that he was sitting one 
morning with his eyes upon an ancient scrawl, having been 
already expelled from the lower room by the bang-bang' 
bang of Teyss^dre, when he heard the sound of the front 
door bell. 

'*Is that you, Fage ? " asked the Academician in his deep 
and resonant bass. 

'*No, Mmchieu Achtier. It is the young gendeman." 

On Wednesday mornings the polisher opened the door, 
because Corentine was dressing her mistress. 

•*How's The Master? " cried Paul Astier, hurrying by to 
his mother's room. The 'Academician did not answer. 
His son's habit of using ironically a title, generally bestowed 
upon him as a compliment, was always offensive to him. 

*'M. Fage is to be shown up as soon as he comes," he 
said, not addressing himself directly to the polisher. 

"Yes^ Meuchieu Achtier?'* And the bang-bang-bang was 
resumed. 

•*Good morning, mamma." 

**Why, it's Paul ! Come in. Mind the folds, Corentine." 

Madame Astier was putting on a skirt before the looking- 
glass. She was tall, slender, and still good-looking in spite 
of her worn features and her too delicate skin. She did 
not move, but held out to him her cheek with its velvet 
surface of powder. He touched it with his blonde, pointed 
beard. The son was as little demonstrative as the mother. 

"Will M. Paul remain for breakfast? " asked Corentine. 
She was a stout countrywoman of an oily complexion, pit- 
ted with smallpox. She was sitting on the carpet like a 
shepherdess in the fields, and was about to repair, at the 
hem of the skirt, her mistress' old black dress. Her tone 
and her attitude showed the objectionable familiarity of the 
under-paid maid of all work. 
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No ; Paul would not stay to breakfast. He was expect- 
ed elsewhere. He had his buggy below ; he had come only 
to say a word to his mother. 

''Your new English cart? Let me look," said Madame 
Astier. She went to the open window, and parted the Vene- 
tian blinds — on which the bright May sunlight lay in stripes — 
just far enough to see the neat little vehicle, shining with 
new leather and polished pinewood, and the servant in 
spotless livery standing at the horse's head. . 

''Oh, ma'am, isn't it beautiful!" murmured Corentine, 
who was also at the window. *'How nice M. Paul must 
lookinitJ" 

The mother's face shone. But windows were opening 
opposite, and people were stopping before the equipage, 
which was creating quite a sensation at this end of the JRue 
de Beaune. Madame Astier sent away the servant, seated 
herself on the edge of a folding-chair, and finished mend- 
ing her skirt for herself, while she waited for what her son 
had to say to her — not without a suspicion what it would 
be, though her attention seemed to be absorbed in her 
sewing. Paul Astier was equally silent. He leaned back 
in an arm-chair and played with an ivory fan^ an odd thing 
which he had known for his mother's ever since he was 
bom. Seen thus, the likeness between them was striking; 
the same Creole skin, pink over a delicate duskiness, the 
same suple figure, the same impenetrable gray eyes and 
in both faces a slight defect hardly to be noticed. The 
finely-cut nose was a little out of line, giving an expression 
of slyness, of something not to be trusted. While each 
watched and waited for the other, the pause was filled by 
the distant brushing of TeyssMre. 

"Rather good, that," said Paul. 

His mother looked up. *'What is rather good ? " 

He raised the fian and pointed, like an artist, at the bare 
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arms and the line of the falling shoulders and the fine cam- 
bric bodice. His mother began to laugh. 

'* Yes, but look here;" and she pointed to her long neck, 
where the fine wrinkles marked her age. '*But after all, 
you have the good looks, so what does it matter 1" Such 
was her thought, but she did not express it. This brilliant 
talker^ perfectly trained in the fibs and commonplaces of 
society, a perfect adept in expression and suggestion, was 
left without words for the only real feeling which she had 
ever experienced. And indeed she really was not one of 
those women who cannot make up their minds to grow 
old. Long before the hour of curfew — ^though indeed there 
had perhaps never been much fire in her to put out — all her 
coquetry, . all her feminine eagerness to captivate and 
charm, all her aspirations towards fame or fashion or social 
success had been transferred to the account of her son, this 
tall, good-looking young fellow in the correct attire of the 
modem artist, with his slight beard and close-cut hair, and 
showing in his mien and bearing that soldierly grace which 
our young men of the day get from their service as 
volunteers. 

"Is your first floor let?" asked the mother at last. 

"Let ! let ! Not a sign of it ! All the bills and adver- 
tisements are no go ! *I don't know what is the matter 
with them ; but they don't come,' as V^drine said at his 
private exhibition." 

He laughed quietly at the mental picture of V6drine 
among his enamels and his sculptures, calm, proud and 
self-assured, wondering without anger at the non-appear- 
ance of the public. But Madame Astier did not laugh. 
That splendid first floor empty for the last two years! In the 
RueFortunyl A magnificent situation — ^a house in the 
style of Louis XII. — a house built by her son ! Why, what 
did people want ? The same people, doubtless, who did 
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not go to V^drine ; and biting off the thread with which 
she had been sewing, she said: 

"And it is worth taking, too !'* 

**Quite ; but it would want money to keep it up." The 
people at the Credit Foncier would not be satisfied ; and 
the contractors were upon him — four hundred pounds for 
carpenter's work due at the end of the month, and he 
hadn't a penny of it. 

The mother, who was putting on the bodice of her dress 
before the looking-glass, grew pale and saw that she did so. 
It was the shiver that you feel in a duel, when your adver- 
sary raises his pistol to take aim. 

**You have had the money for the restorations at Mous- 
seaux ?" 

**Mousseaux! Long ago." 

'*And the Rosen tomb ?" 

** Can't get on. V^drine still at his statue." 

**Yes, and why must you have V^drine? Your father 
warned you against him." 

**0h, I know. They can't bear him at the Institute." 

He rose and walked about the room. 

"Come, you know me. I am a practical man. If I 
took him and not some one else to do my statue, you 
might suppose I had a reason." Then suddenly, turning to 
his mother: 

"You could not let me have four hundred pounds, I 
suppose ?" She had been waitmg for this ever since he 
came in ; he never came to see her for anything else. 

"Four hundred pounds? How can you think " 

She said no more ; but the pained expression of her 
mouth and eyes said clearly enough : 

"You know that I have given you everything — that I am 
dressed in clothes fit for the rag-bag — that I have not 
bought a bonnet for three years — that Corentine washes my 
linen in the kitchen because I should blush to give such 



10 ONE OP THE ''FORTY.'' 

rubbish to the laundress ; and you know also that my worst 
misery is to refuse what you ask. Then why do you ask ?" 
And this mute address of his mother's was so eloquent that 
Paul Astier answered it aloud : 

**0f course, I was not thinking that you had it yourself. 
By Jove, if you had, it would be all the better for me. 
But," he continued, in his cool, off-hand way, "there \%The 
Master up there. Couldn't you manage to get it from him ? 
You might. You know how to get hold of him." 

'•That is all over. There is an end of that." 

"Well — ^but — ^you know, he works; his books sell; you 
spend nothing." 

He looked round in the subdued light at the reduced 
state of the old furniture, the worn curtains, the thread- 
bare carpet, nothing of later date than their marriage thirty 
years ^go. Where was it then that all the money went ? 

He began again — "I wonder whether my venerable sire 
is in the habit of ^touching things with a crimson hue ?' " 

It was an idea so monstrous, so inconceivable — that of 
Leonard Astier-R6hu "taking his fling" — that his wife 
could not help smiling in spite of herself. No, on that 
point, she thought there was no need for uneasiness. 
"Only, you know, he has turned suspicious and mysteri- 
ous, and buries his hoard. We have gone too far with 
him." 

They spoke low, like conspirators, with their eyes upon 
the carpet. 

"And grandpapa/' said Paul ; but not in a tone of con- 
fidence, "could you try him? " 

"Grandpapa ? You must be mad ! " 

Yet he knew well enough what old R^hu was. A touchy, 
selfish man all but a hundred years old, who would have 
seen them all die rather than deprive himself of a pinch of 
snuff or a single one of the pins that were always stuck on 
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the lapels of his coat. Ah, poor child ! He must be hard 
up indeed before he could think of his grandfather. 

*'Well, you would not like me to try ." She paused. 

"To try where?" 

"In the Rue de Courcelles. I might get something in 
advance for the tomb." 

"There ? Good Heavens ! You had better not ! " 

He spoke to her imperiously, with pale lips and a dis- 
agreeable expression in his eye ; then recovering his self- 
contained and hardly serious tone, he said : 

"Don't trouble any more about it. It is only a crisis 
that I will have to pass through^ I have had plenty before 
now." 

She held out to him his hat, which he was looking for. 
As he could get nothing from her, he would be off. To 
keep him a few minutes longer, she began talking of an 
important business which she had in hand — a marriage^ 
which she had been asked to arrange. 

At the word marriage he started, and looked at her 
askance : "Who is it ?" She had promised to say nothing 
at present. But she could not refuse him. It was the 
Prince d'Athis. 

"Who is the lady ? " he reiterated. 

"You do not know her; she is a foreigner with a fortune. 
If I succeed,. I may help you. I have made my terms in 
black and white." 

He smiled, completely reassured. 

"And how does the Duchess take it? " 

"She knows nothing of it, of course." 

"Her Sammy I Her dear prince^ who has adored her 
these fifteen years ! " 

Madame Astier's gesture expressed the utter disregard 
of one woman for the feelings of another. 

"What else could she expect at her age? " said she. 

"Why, whatis her age ? " 
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*'She was bom in 1827. We are in 1880. You can do 
the sum. Just a year older than myself." 

"The Duchess ! " cried Paul^ stupefied. 

His mother laughed as she said, "Why, yes, you rude 
boy ! What are you surprised at ? I am sure you thought 
her twenty years younger. It's a fact, it seems, that the 
most experienced of you know nothing about women. You 
see, the poor prince could not have her hanging on to him 
all his life. Besides, one of these days the old Duke will 
die, then where would he be 1 Fancy him tied to that old 
woman ! " 

**Well," said Paul, "so much for your dear friend ! " 

She fired at this. Her dear friend ! The Duchess ! A 
pretty friend ! A woman who, with twenty-five thousand 
a year — intimate as she was with her, and well aware of 
their difficulties — had never so much as thought of helping 
them ! What was the present of an occasional dress; or 
the permission to choose a bonnet at her milliner's? Pres- 
ents for use! There was no pleasure in them. 

'*Like grandpapa R^hu's on New Year's day," put in 
Paul assenting, "An atlas, or a map!" 

"Oh, Antonia is, I really think, more stingy still. When 
we were at Mousseaux, in the midst of the fruit season, if 
Sammy was not there, do you remember the dry plums 
they gave us for dessert? There is plenty in the orchard 
and the kitchen garden, but everything is sent to market at 
Blois or Vendome. It runs in her blood, you know. Her 
father, the Marshal, was famous for it at the Court of Louis- 
Philippe; and it w^s something to be thought stingy at the 
Court of Louis-Philippe! These great Corsican families 
are all alike; nothing but meanness and pretension! They 
will eat chestnuts, such as the pigs woiild not touch, off a 
plate with their arms on it. And as for the Duchess — ^why, 
she makes her steward account to her in person! They 
take the meat up to her every morning: and every evening 
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(this is from a person who knows), when she has gone to 
her grand bed with the lace, at that tender moment she 
balances the books!" 

Madame Astier was nearly breathless. Her small voice 
grew sharp and shrill, like the cry of a sea-bird from the 
masthead. Meanwhile Paul, amused at first, had begun 
to listen impatiently, with his thoughts elsewhere. * 'I am 
off," said he abruptly. "I have an appointment for break- 
fast with some business people — ^very important." 

•'An orderl" 

"No, not architect's business this time." 

She wanted him to satisfy her curiosity, but he went on, 
"Not now; another time; it's not settled yet." And finally, 
as he gave his mother a little kiss, he whispered in her 
ear, "All the same, do not forget my four hundred." 

But for this grown-up son, who was a secret cause of 
division, the Astier-R6hus would have had a happy house- 
hold, as the world, and in particular the Academic world, 
measures household happiness. After thirty years their 
mutual sentiments remained the same, kept beneath the 
snow at the temperature of what gardeners call a ''cold- 
bed." When, about 1850, Professor Astier, after brilliant 
successes at the Institute, sued for the hand of Made- 
moiselle Adelaide R6hu, who at that time lived with her 
grandfather at the Palais Mazarin, it was not the delicate 
and slender beauty of his betrothed, it was not the bloom 
of her "Aurora" face, which were the real attractions for 
him. Neither was it her fortune. For the parents of 
Mademoiselle Adelaide, who died suddenly of cholera, 
had left her but little; and the grandfather, a Creole from 
Martinique, an old beau of the time of the Directory, a 
gambler, a free-liver, great in practical joies and in duels, 
declared loudly and repeatedly that he should not add a 
penny to her slender portion. 

No; that which enticed the scion of Sauvagnat, who was 
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far more ambitious than greedy, was the Academic. The 
two great court-yards which he had to cross to bring his 
daily offering of flowers, and the long solemn corridors into 
which, at intervals, there descended a dusty staircase, were 
(or him rather the path of glory than of love. The Paulin 
R6hu of the "Inscriptions et Belles-Lettres/* the Jean 
R^hu of the '^Letters to Urania," the Institute complete 
with its lions, its cupola, its dome, was the Mecca of his 
pilgrimage, and all this it was that he took to wife on his 
wedding day. 

For this not transient beauty he felt a passion which was 
proof against the tooth of time, a passion which took such 
hold of him that his permanent attitude towards his wife 
was that of those mortal husbands on whom, in the mytho- 
logical age, the gods occasionally bestowed their daughters. 
Nor did he quit this respect when at the fourth ballot he 
had himself become a deity. 

As for Madame Astier, who had only accepted marriage 
as a means of escape from a hard and selfish grandfadier 
in his **anecdotage," it had not taken her long to find out 
how poor was the laborious peasant brain, how narrow the 
intelligence, concealed by the solemn manners of the 
Academic laureate and manufacturer of octavos, and by 
his voice with its ophicleide notes adapted to the subli- 
mities of the lecture room. And yet when, by force of in- 
trigues, negotiation, and begging, she had seated him at 
last in the Acad^mie, she felt herself possessed by a cer- 
tain veneration, forgetting that it was herself who had 
clothed him in that coat with the green palm leaves, in 
which his nothingness ceased to be visible. 

In the dull concord of their partnership, where was 
neither joy, nor intimacy, nor communion of any kind; 
there was but one single note of natural human feeling, 
their child; and this note disturbed the harmony. In t)ie 
first place the father was entirely disappointed in all that 
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he wished for his son; that he should be distinguished by 
the University; entered for the general examinations, and 
finally pass through the Ecole Normale to a professorship. 

Alas! at school Paul took prizes for nothing but gymnas- 
tics and fencing, and distinguished himself chiefly by a 
wilful and obstinate perversity, which covered a practical 
turn of mind and a precocious understanding of the world. 
Careful of his dress and his ajfjjearance, he never went for 
a walk without the hope, of which he made no secret to his 
schoolfellows, of "picking up a rich wife." Two or three 
times the father had been ready to punish this determined 
idleness after the rough method of Auvergne, but the 
mother was by to excuse and to protect. In vain Astier- 
R6hu scolded and slapped himself upon the jaw, which 
prominent feature, in the days when he was a professor, 
had gained him the nickname of Crocodilus, In the last 
resort, he would threaten to pack his trunk and go back 
to his vineyard at Sauvagnat. 

"Ah, Leonard, Leonard!" Madame Astier would say 
with gentle mockery; and nothing furAer ever came of it. 
Once, however, he really came near to strapping his trunk 
in good earnest, when, after a three years' course of 
architecture at the Ecole des Beaux- Arts, Paul refused to 
compete for the Prix de Rome. The father could scarcely 
speak for indignation. "Wretched boy! It is the Prix de 
Rome! You cannot know; you do not understand. The 
Prix de Rome! Get that, and it means the Institute!" 

Little the young man cared. What he wanted was 
wealth, and wealth the Institute does not bestow, as might 
be seen in his father, his grandfather, and old R^hu, his 
great-grandfather! To start in life, to get a business, a 
large business, and an immediate income — this was what 
he wanted, and not to wear a green coat with palms on it. 

Leonard Astier was speechless. To hear such blas- 
phemies uttered by his son and approved by his wife, a 
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daughter of the house of R6hul This time, his trunk was 
really brought down from the box-room; his old trunk, such 
as professors use in the provinces^ with as much ironwork 
in the way of nails and hinges as might have sufficed for a 
church-door^ and high enough to have held the enormous 
manuscript of "Marcus Aurelius," together with all the 
dreams of glory and ^ the ambitious hopes of an histor- 
ian on the high road to the Acad^mie. It was in vain for 
Madame Astier to pinch her lips and say, "Oh, Leonard, 
Leonard." Nothing would stop him till his trunk was 
packed. Two days it stood in the way in the middle of 
his study. Then it travelled to the ante-room; and there 
reposed, transformed once and for all time into a wood- 
box. 

And, at first, it must be said^ Paul Astier did splendidly. 
Helped by his mother and her connection in good society, 
and further assisted by his own cleverness and personal 
charm, he soon got work which brought him into notice. 
The Duchess Padovani, wife of a former ambassador and 
minister, trusted him with the restoration of her much ad- 
mired country-house at Mousseaux-on-the-Loire, an ancient 
royal residence, long neglected, which he succeeded in 
restoring with a skill and ingenuity really amazing in an 
undistinguished scholar of the Beaux-Arts, Mousseaux 
got him the order for the new mansion of the Ambassador 
of the Porte; and finally the Princess of Rosen commis- 
sioned him to design the mausoleum of Prince Herbert of 
Rosen, who had come to a tragic end in the expedition of 
Christian of Illyria. 

The young man now thought himself sure of success. 
Astier, the elder, was induced by his wife to put down three 
thousand pounds out of his savings for the purchase of a 
site in the Rue Fortuny. Then Paul built himself a man- 
sion — or rather, a wing to a mansion — ^which was itself 
arranged as a block of elegant "rooms to let" He was a 
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practical young fellow, and if he wanted a mansion, with- 
out which no artist is chic^ he meant it to bring him an in- 
come. 

Unfortunately houses to let are not always so easy to 
fill, and the young architect's way of life, with two horses 
in his stable (one for harness and one for the saddle), his 
club, his visiting, his slow reimbursements, made it im- 
possible for him to wait. Moreover, the elder Astier sud- 
denly declared that he was not going to give him any 
more money; and all that the mother could attempt or say 
for her darling son failed to shake this irrevocable decision. 

Her will, which had hitherto swayed the establishment, 
was now resisted. Thenceforward there was a continual 
struggle. The mother used her ingenuity to make little 
dishonest profits on the household expenses, that she might 
never have to say "no" to her son's requests. Leonard 
suspected her, and, to protect himself, checked the ac- 
counts. In these humiliating conflicts the wife, who was 
the better bred, was the first to tire; and nothing less than 
the desperate situation of her beloved Paul would have 
induced her to make a fresh attempt. 

She went slowly into the dining room. It was a long, 
sombre room, ill-lighted by tall, narrow windows, having 
in fact been used as a table iF hote for ecclesiastics until 
the Astiers^took it. There she found her husband already 
at the table, looking preoccupied and almost grumpy. In 
th^ ordinary way "M^ Master*'* came to his meals with a 
smiling serenity as regular as his appetite, and his teeth, 
which^ sound as a foxhound's, were not to be discouraged 
by stale bread or leathery meat, or by the miscellaneous 
disagreeables which are the everyday flavoring of life. 

"Ah, it's Teyss^dre's day," thought Madame Astier, as 
she took her seat, her best dress rustling as she did so. 
She was a little surprised at not receiving the compliment 
with which her husband never failed to welcome her 
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"Wednesday" costume^ shabby as it was. Reckoning that 
this bad temper would pass off with the first mouthfiils, 
she waited before beginning her attack. But, though the 
Master went on eating, his ill-humor visibly increased. 
Everything was wrong — the wine tasted of the cork; the 
balls of boiled beef were burnt. 

"And all because your M. Fage kept you waiting this 
morning," cried Corentine angrily from the adjoining 
kitchen. She showed her shiny, pitted face for a moment 
at the hatch in the wall through which, in the days of the 
table iPhote, they used to pass the dishes. She shut it with 
a bang; upon which Astier muttered, "Really that girl's 
impudence ^^ 

He was in truth much annoyed that the name of Fage 
had been mentioned before his wife. And sure enough, 
at any other moment Madame Astier would not have failed 
to say, **0h, Fage, the bookbinder, here again ?" and there 
would have followed a domestic scene ; on all which Cor- 
entine reckoned when she threw in her artful speech. To- 
day, however, it was all-important that the master should 
not be irritated, but prepared by skilful stages for the in- 
tended petition. He was talked to, for instance, about 
the health of Loisillon, the perpetual secretary of the 
Acad^mie, who, it seemed, was getting worse and worse. 
Loisillon's post and his rooms in the Institute were to 
come to Leonard Astier as a compensation for the office 
which he had lost; and though he was really attached to 
his dying colleague, still the prospect of a good salary,. an 
airy and comfortable residence, and other advantages had 
its attractions. He was perhaps ashamed to think of the 
death in this light, but in the privacy of his household he 
did so without compunction. But to-day even that did 
not bring a smile, 

"Poor M. Loisillon !" said Madame Astier's thin voice; 
**he begins to be uncertain about his words. Lauvaux was 
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telling us yesterday at the Duchess' that he can only say 
*a eu-curiosity, a cu-curiosity,' and," she added, compress- 
ing her lips and drawing up her long neck, "he is on the 
Dictionary Committee !" 

Astier-R6hu did not move an eyebrow. 

"It is not a bad story," said he, clapping his jaw with a 
magisterial air. "But, as I have said somewhere in my 
history, in France the provisional is the only thing that lasts. 
LoisiUon has been d)ring any time this ten years. He'll see 
every one of us buried yet — every one of us," he repeated 
angrily, pulling at his dry bread. It was clear that Teys- 
s^dre had put him into a very bad temper indeed. 

Madame Astier went to another subject, the special 
meeting of all the five Academies, which was to take place 
within a few days, and to be honored by the presence of 
the Grand Duke Leopold of Finland. It so happened that 
Astier-R6hu, being director for the current quailer, was to 
preside at the meeting and to deliver the opening speech, 
in which his Highness was to receive a compliment. Skil- 
fully questioned about this speech, which he was already 
planning, Leonard described it in outline. It was to be a 
crushing attack upon the modem school of literature — a 
sound thrashing administered in public to these pretenders, 
these conceited dunces. And at this his eyes, big with his 
heavy meal, lighted up his square face, and the blood rose 
under his thick, bushy eyebrows. They w^re still coal- 
black, and contrasted strangely with the white circle of his 
beaj-d. 

**By the way," said he suddenly, "what about my uni- 
form coat? Has it been attended to? The last time I 
wore it, at Montribot's funeral — *' 

But do not women think of everything ? Madame Astier 
had seen to the coat that very morning. The silk of the 
palm leaves was getting shabby; the lining was all to 
pieces. It was very old. Oh, dear, when did he wear it 
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first ? Why, it was as long ago — ^as long ago — as the time 
he was admitted ! The twelfth of October, 1866! He' 
had better order a new one for the Meeting. The five 
Academies, a Royal Highness^ and all Paris! Such an 
audience was worth a new coat. Leonard protested, but 
not energetically^ on the ground of expense. With a new 
coat he would want a new waistcoat ; knee-breeches were 
not worn now, but a new waistcoat would be indispensable. 

**My dear, you really must!" she continued to press him. 
If they did not take care they would make themselves 
ridiculous with their economy. There were too many 
shabby old things about them. The furniture of her room, 
for instance! It made her feel ashamed when a friend 
came in ; and for a sum comparatively trifling ! 

^^Ouais! quelque sot^^ muttered Astier-R^hu, who liked 
to quote his classics. The furrow in his forehead deepened 
and under it, as under the bar of a shutter, his counte- 
nance, which had been open for a minute, shut up, as it 
were. Many a time had he supplied the means to pay a 
milliner's or dressmaker's bill, or to repaper the walls, and 
after all no account had been settled and no purchase 
made. All the money had gone to that Charybdis in the 
Rue Fortuny. He had had enough of it, and was not 
going to be caught in that way again. He rounded his 
back, fixed his eyes upon the huge slice of Auvergne 
cheese which filled his plate, and said no more. 

Madame Astier was familiar with this dogged silence. 
This attitude of passive resistance, dead as a ball of cotton, 
was always assumed when money was mentioned. But 
this time she was resplved to make him answer. 

"Ah," she said, **I see you rolling up, like a hedgehog. 
I know the meaning of that. 'Nothing to be got ! nothing 
to be got ! No, no, no ! Eh V " The back grew rolinder 
and rounder. "But you can find money for M. Fage ?" 
Astier started, sat up, and looked uneasily at his wife. 
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Money for M. Fage? What did she mean? «^hy, of 
course," she went on, delighted to have forced the barrier 
of his silence, "of course it takes money to do all that 
binding. And what's the good of it, I should like to know, 
for all those old scraps ?" 

He felt relieved ; evidently she knew nothing — ^it was 
only a chance shot. 

But the term *'old scraps" went to his heart. Unique 
autobiographical documents, signed letters of Richelieu, 
Colbert, Newton, Galileo, Pascal, marvels bought for old 
song, and worth a fortune! "Yes, madam, a fortune." 
He grew excited, and began to quote figures, the offers 
that had been made him. Bos, the famous Bos of the Rue 
de TAbbaye (and he knew his business, if any one did), 
Bos had offered him eight hundred pounds merely for 
three specimens from his collection — three letters from 
Charles the Fifth to Fran9ois Rabelais. Old scraps in- 
deed! 

Madame Astier listened in utter amazement. She was 
well aware that for the last two or three years he had been 
collecting old manuscripts. He used sometimes to speak 
to her of his finds, and she listened in that wandering, 
absent-minded way that a woman listens to a man's voice 
when she has heard it for thirty years. But this was be- 
yond her conception. Eight hundred pounds for three 
letters! '*And why did he not take it?" 

"Sell my Charles the Fifths! Never! I would see you 
all without bread and begging from door to door before I 
would touch them — understand that!*' He struck the 
table; his face was very pale, and his lips thrust out; this 
fierce maniac was an Astier-R6hu whom his wife did not 
know. In the sudden glow of a passion, human beings do 
thus take aspects unknown to those who know them best. 
The next minute the Academician was quite calm again, 
and was explaining, not without embarrassment, that these 
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documents were indispensable to him as an author, 
especially now that he could not command the Records of 
the Foreign Office. To sell these materials would be to 
give up writing. On the contrary, he hoped to make ad- 
ditions to them. Then^ with a touch of bitterness and 
affection, which betrayed the whole depth of a father's dis- 
appointment^ he said, -'After my time, my fine gentleman 
of a son may sell them if he chooses; and since all he wants 
is to be rich, I will answer for it that he will be." 

"Yes; but meanwhile " 

This "meanwhile" was said in a little flute-like voice so 
cruelly natural and quiet, that Leonard, unable to control 
his jealousy of a son who left him no place in his wife's 
heart, retorted with a solemn snap of the jaw — "Mean- 
while, madam, others can do as I do. I have no mansion, 
I keep no horses and no English cart. The street-car does 
lor my going and coming, and I am content to live on a 
third floor over an entresol^ where I am exposed to Teys- 
s^dre. I work night and day, I pile up volume after vol- 
ume, at the rate of two and three octavos in a year. I am 
on two committees of the Academic, I never miss a meet- 
ing; I never miss a funeral; and even in the summer I 
never accept an invitation to the country, lest I should 
miss a single tally. I hope that my son, when he is sixty- 
five, may be as indefatigable." 

It was not long since he had spoken of Paul, and never 
had he spoken so severely. The mother was struck by his 
tone, and in her look, as she glanced sidelong, and almost 
wickedly, at her husband, there was a shade of respect, 
which had not been there before. 

"There is a ring," said Leonard eagerly, rising as he 
spoke, and flinging his table napkin upon the back of his 
chair. "That must be my man." 

"It's some one for you, ma'am; they are beginning early 
to-day," said Corentine, as with her kitchenmaid's fingers, 
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wiped hastily on her apron, she laid a card on the edge of 
the table. Madame Astier looked at it. **The Vicomte 
de Freydet." A gleam came into her eyes. But her de- 
light was not perceptible in the calm tone in which she 
said, *»So M. de Freydet is in Paris?'.' 

"Yes, about his book." 

"Bless me! His book! I have not even cut it. What 
is it about?" 

She hurried over the last mouthfuls, and washed the tips 
of her white fingers in her glass while her husband in an 
absent-minded way gave her some idea of the new volume. 
"God in Nature," a philosophic poem, entered for the 
Boisseau prize. 

"Oh, I do hope he will get it. He must, he must. 
They are so nice, he and his sister,* and he is so kind to 
the poor paralyzed creature. Do you think he will secure it?" 

Astier would not commit himself. He could not prom- 
ise, but he would certainly recommend Freydet, who 
seemed to him to be really improving. "If he asks you 
for my personal opinion, it is this: there is still a little too 
much for my taste, but much less than in his other books. 
You may tell him^ that his old master is pleased." 

Too much of what? Less of what? It must be sup- 
posed that Madame Astier knew, for she sought no ex- 
planation, but left the table and passed, quite happy, into 
her drawing-roon — ^as the study must be considered for the 
day. Astier, more~and more absorbed in thought, lingered 
for some minutes, breaking up with his knife what remain- 
ed in his plate of the Auvergne cheese; then, being disturbed 
in his meditations by Corentine, who without heeding him 
was rapidly clearing the table, he rose stiffly and went up, 
by a httle staircase that resembled a cat-ladder, to his at- 
tic, where he took up his magnifying-glass and resumed 
the examination of the old manuscript upon which he had 
been busy since the morning. 



CHAPTER II. 

Sitting erect, with the reins well held up injthe most cor- 
rect fashion, Paul Astier drove his two-wheeled cart at a 
stiff pace to the scene, of his mysterious breakfast "with 
some business people." **Gee-dop! Gee-dop!" Past the 
Pont Royal, past the quays and past the Place de la Con- 
corde. The road was so smooth, the day so fine, that as 
terraces, trees, and fountains went by, it would have need- 
ed but slight imagination on his part to believe himself 
carried away on the wings of Fortune. But the young man 
was no visionary, and as he bowled along he examined the 
new leather and straps, and put questions about the hay- 
merchant to his groom, a young fellow perched at his side 
looking as cool and as sharp as a stable terrier. The hay- 
merchant, it seemed, was as bad as the rest of them, and 
grumbled about supplying the fodder. 

**Oh, does he?" said Paul absently; his mind bad already 
passed to another subject. His mother's revelations ran 
in his head. Fifty-three years old. The beautiful Duchess 
Antonia, whose neck and shoulders were the despair of 
Paris! Utterly incredible! **<5ee-dop! Gee-dop!" He 
pictured her with loosened hair and blooming lips at Mous- 
seaux last summer, rising earlier than any of her guests, 
wandering with her dogs in the park while the dew was 
still on the ground; she did not look made up, not a bit. 
Fifty-three years old? Impossible! 

**Gee-dop! Hi! Hi!" That's a nasty corner between 
the Rond Point and the Avenue d'Antin, — All the same, 

C«4) 
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it was a low trick they were playing her, to find a wife for 
the Prince. For, let his modier say what she would, the 
Duchess and her drawing-room had been a fine thing for 
them all. Perhaps his father might never have been in the 
Acad^mie but for her; he himself owed her all his commis- 
sions. Then there was the succession to Loisillon's place 
and the prospect of the fine rooms under the cupola — well, 
there was nothing like a woman for flinging you over. 
Not that men were any better; the Prince d'Athis, for in- 
stance. To think what the Duchess had done for him! 
When they met, he was a ruined and penniless rip; now 
what has he? High in the diplomatic service, member of 
the Academic des Sciences Morales et Politiques, on ac- 
count of a book not a word of which he had written him- 
self — "The Mission of Woman in the World." And while 
the Duchess was busily at work to fit him with an Embas- 
sy, he was only waiting to be gazetted before taking French 
leave and plapng off this scurvy trick upon her, after fif- 
teen years of uninterrupted happiness. "The mission of 
woman in the world!" Well, the Prince understood what 
the mission of woman was. The next thing was to better 
the lesson. **Whoa! Gate, please." 

Paul's soliloquy was over, and his cart drew up before a 
mansion in the Rue de Courcelles, The double gates were 
rolled back slowly and heavily as if accomplishing a task 
to which they had long been unused. 

In this house lived the Princess Colette de Rosen, who 
had shut herself up in the complete seclusion of mourning 
since the sad occurence which had made her a widow at 
twenty-six. The daily papers recorded the details of the 
young widow's sensational despair: how the fair hair was 
cut off close and tlirown into the coffin; how hei;room was 
decorated as for a lying in state; how she took her meals 
alone with two places laid, while on the table in the ante- 
ro<om lay as usual the Prince's walking stick, hat and gloves, 
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as though he were at home and just going out But one 
detail had not been mentioned, and that was the devoted 
affection and truly maternal care which Madame Astier 
showed for the **poor little woman" in these distressing cir- 
cumstances. 

Their friendship had begun some years ago, when a prize 
for an historical work had been adjudged to the Prince de 
Rosen by the Acad^mie, on the report of Astier-R6hu. 
Differences of age and social position had, however, kept 
them apart until the Princess' mourning removed the barrier. 
When the widow's door was solemnly closed against society, 
Madame Astier alone escaped the interdiction. Madame 
Astier was the only person allowed to cross the threshold 
of the mansion, or rather the convent^ inhabited by the 
poor weeping Carmelite with her shaven head and robe of 
black ; Madame Astier was the only person admitted to 
hear the mass sung twice a week at St. Philip's for the re- 
pose of Herbert's soul ; and it was she who heard the 
letters which Colette, wrote every evening to her absent 
husband, relating her life and the way she spent her days. 
All mourning, however rigid, involves attention to material 
details which are degrading to grief, but demanded by 
society, Liveries must be ordered, trappings provided for 
horses and carriages, and the heartbroken mourner must 
face the hypocritical sympathy of the tradesman. All these 
duties were discharged by Madame Astier with never-fail- 
ing patience. She undertook the heavy task of managing 
the household, which the tear-laden eyes of its fair mistress 
could no longer supervise, and so spared the young widow 
all that could disturb her despair, or disarrange her hours 
praying, weeping, writing '*to him," and carrying armfuls 
of exotic fibwers to the cemetery of P^re Lachaise, where 
Paul Astier was superintending the erection of a gigantic 
mausoleum in commemorative stone, brought at the express 
wish of the Princess from the scene of the tragedy. 
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Unfortunately the quarrying of this stone^ its conveyance 
from Illyria, die difficulties of carving granite, and the end- 
less plans and varying fancies of the widow, to whom 
nothing seemed sufficiently huge and magnificent to suit 
her dead hero, had brought about many hitches and delays. 
So it happened that in May^ 1880, two years and more 
after the catastrophe and the commencement of the work, 
the monument was still unfinished. Two years is a long 
time to maintain the constant paroxysms of an ostentatious 
grief, each sufficient to discharge the whole. The mourn- 
ing was still observed as rigidly as ever, the house was stiU 
closed and silent as a cave. But in the place of the living 
statue weeping and praying in the furthest recesses of the 
crypt, was now a pretty young woman whose hair was 
growing again, instinct with life in every curl and wave of 
its soft luxuriance. The reappearance of this fair hair 
gave a touch of lightness, almost brightness, to the widow's 
mourning, which seemed now no more than a caprice of 
fashion. In the movements and tones of the Princess was 
perceptible the stirring of spring ; she had the air of relief 
and repose noticeable in young widows in the second 
period of their mourning. It is a delightful position. For 
the first time after the restraints of girlhood and the re- 
straints of marriage, a woman enjoys the sweets of liberty 
and undisputed possession of herself; she is freed from 
contact with the coarser nature of man, and above all 
from the fear of maternity, — the haunting terror of the 
young wife of the present day. In the case of the Princess 
Colette, the natural development of uncontrollable grief 
into perfect peacefulness was emphasized by the parapher- 
nalia of inconsolable widowhood with which she was still 
surrounded. It was not hypocricy; but how could she 
give orders, without raising a smile on the servants' faces, 
to remove the hat always waiting in the ante-room, the 
walking-stick always conspicuously handy, the place at 
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table always laid for the absent husband; how could she 
say, "The Prince will not dine to-night?" But the mystic 
correspondence "with Herbert in heaven" had begun to 
fall off, growing less frequent every day, till it ended in a 
calmly written journal which caused considerable, though 
imexpressed, amusement to Colette's discerning friend. 

The fact was that Madame Astier had a plan. The idea 
had sprung up in her practical little mind one Tuesday 
night at the Theatre Fran9ais, when the Prince d'Athis had 
said to her confidentially in a low voice: "Oh, my dear 
Adelaide, what a chain to drag ! I am bored to death." 
She at once planned to marry him to the Princess. It was 
a new game to play, crossing the old game, but not less 
subtle and fascinating. She had not now to hold forth 
upon the eternal nature of vows, or to hunt up in Joubert 
or other worthy philosophers such mottoes as the following, 
which the Princess had written out at the beginning of her 
wedding book : "A woman can be wife and widow with 
honor but once." She no longer went into raptures over 
the manly beauty of the young hero whose portrait, full 
length and half length, profile and three-quarters, in marble 
and on canvass, met you in every part of the house. 

It was her system now to bring him gradually and dex- 
terously down. ^*Do you not think, dear," she would say, 
•*that these portraits of the Prince make his jaw too heavy ? 
Of course I know the lower part of his face was rather pro- 
nounced, a little too massive." And so she administered 
a series of little poisoned stabs, with an indescribable skill 
and gentleness, drawing back when she went too far, and 
watching for Colette's smile at some criticism a little sharper 
than the rest. Working in this way she at last brought 
Colette to admit that Herbert had always had a touch of 
the boor ; his manners were scarcely up to his rank ; he 
had not, for instance, the distinguished air of the Prince 
d'Athis, "whom we met a few Sundays ago on the steps of 
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St Philip's. If you should fancy him, dear, he is looking 
for a wife." This last remark was thrown out as a jest ; 
but presently Madame Astier recurred to it and put it more 
definitely. Well, why should the Princess not marry him ? 
It would be most suitable : the Prince had a good name, a 
diplomatic position of some importance; the marriage 
would involve no alteration of the Princess' coronet or 
title — a practical convenience not to be overlooked. "And 
indeed^ if I am to tell you the truth, dear, the Prince en- 
tertains towards you an affection which'* . • . &c., &c. 

The word "affection" at first hurt the Princess' feelings, 
but she soon grew accustomed to hear it. They met the 
Prince d'Athis at church, then in great privacy at Madame 
Astier's in the Rm de Beaune, and Colette soon admitted 
that he was the only man who might have induced her to 
abandon her widowhood. But, then, poor dear Herbert 
had loved her so devotedly — she had been his all. 

"Really," said Madame Astier, with the quiet smile of a 
person who knows. Then followed allusions, hints and all 
the devices by which one woman poisons the mind of 
another. 

"Why, my dear, ther6 is no such thing in the world. A 
man of good breeding — a gentleman — will take care, for 
the sake of peace, not to give his wife pain or distress. 
But—" 

"Then you mean that Herbert — " 

"Was no better than the rest of them." 

The Princess, with an indignant protest, burst into tears; 
painless, passionless tears, such as ease a woman, and 
leave her as fresh as a lawn after a shower. But still she 
did not give way, to the great annoyance of Madame 
Astier, who had no conception of the real cause of her 
obduracy. 

The truth was that firequent meetings to criticise the 
scheme of the mausoleum, much touching of hands and 



30 ONE OF THE ''FORTY:' 

mingling of locks over, the plans and sketches of cells and 
sepulchral figures, had created between Paul and Colette a 
fellow-feeling which had gradually grown more and more 
tender, until one day Paiil Astier detected in Colette's 
eyes as she looked at him an expression that almost con- 
fessed her liking. There rose before him, as a possibility, 
the miraculous vision of Colette de Rosen bringing him 
her million as a marriage gift. That might be in a short 
time, after a preliminary trial of patience, a regularly con- 
ducted beleaguering of the fortress. In the first place it 
was most important to betray no hint to "mamma," who, 
though very cunning and subtle, was likely to fail through 
excess of zeal, especially when the interests of her Paul 
were at stake. She would spoil all the chances in her 
eagerness to hasten the successful issue. 

So Paul concealed his plans firom Madame Astier, in 
entire ignorance that she was running a countermine in the 
same line as his. He acted on his own account with 
great deliberation. The Princess was attracted by his 
youth and fashion, his brightness and his witty irony, 
firom which he carefully took the venom. He knew that 
women, like children and the mob, stfid all impulsive and 
untutored beings, hate a tone of sarcasm, which puts them 
out, and which they perceive by instinct to be hostile to all 
the dreams of enthusiasm and romance. 

On this spring morning it was with feelings of more con- 
fidence than usual that yotmg Astier reached the house. 
This was the first time that he had been asked to break- 
fast at the Rosen mansion; the reason alleged was a visit 
which they were to make together to the cemetery, in 
order to inspect the works on the spot. With an unex- 
pressed understanding they had fixed on a Wednesday, the 
day when Madame Astier was "at home," so as not to 
have her as a third in the party. With this thought in his 
mind the young man, self-controlled as he was, let faV, as 
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he crossed the threshold, a careless glaace which took in 
the large court*yard and magnificent offices almost as if he 
were entermg on the possession of them. His spirits fell 
as he passed through the ante-room, where the footmen 
and lackeys in deep mourning were dozing on their seats. 
They seemed to be keeping a funeral vigil round the hat 
of the defunct, a magnificent gray hat, which proclaimed 
the arrival of spring as well as the determination with 
which his memory was kept up by the Princess. 

Paul was much annoyed by it; it was like meeting a 
rival. He did not realize the difficulty which prevented 
Colette from escaping the self- forged fetters of her custom. 
He was wondering angrily whether she would expect him 
to breakfast in company with him, when the footman who 
relieved him of his walking stick and hat informed him 
that the Princess would receive him in the small drawing- 
room. He was shown at once into the rotunda with its 
glass roof, a bower of exotic plants, and was completely 
reassured by sight of a little table with places laid for two, 
the arrangement of which Madame de Rosen was herself 
superintending. 

"A fancy of mine," she said, pointing to the table, 
''when I saw how fine it was. It will be almost like the 
country." 

She had spent the night considering how she could avoid 
sitting down with this handsome young man in the presence 
of ^iV knife and his fork, and, not knowing what to say to 
say to the servants, had devised the plan of abandoning 
the situation and ordering breakfast, as a sudden whim, 
"in the conservatory.'* 

Altogether the "business" breakfast promised well. The 
romany blanc lay to keep cool in tlie rocky basin of the 
fountain, amidst ferns and water plants, and the sun shone 
on the pieces of spar and on the bright smooth green of 
the outspread leaves. The two young people sat opposite 
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one anothen he quite self-possessed,'' his light eyes cold and 
fiery; she all pink and white, her new growth of hair, like a 
delicate wavy plumage^ showing without any artificial ar- 
rangement the shape of her little head. And while they 
talked on casual topics, both concealing their real thoughts, 
young Astier exulted each time that the silent servants 
opened the door of the deserted dining-room^ when he 
saw in the distance the napkin of the departed, left for the 
first time cheerless and alone. 



CHAPTER III. 

From the Vicomte de Freydet 

To Mademoiselle Germaine de Freydet, 
Clos yallanges^ 

near Mousseaux, 

{Loir et Cher,) 

My dear Sister: — I am going to give you a precise ac- 
count of the way I spend my time in Paris. I shall write 
every evening, and send you the budget twice a week, as 
long as I stay here. 

Well, I arrived this morning, Monday, and took up my 
quarters as usual in my quiet little hotel in the Rue Servan- 
doni, where the only sounds of the great city which reach 
me are the bells of Saint Sulpice, and the continual noise 
from a neighboring forge, a sound of the rhythmical beat- 
ing of iron, which I love because it reminds me of our vil- 
lage. I rushed off at once to my publisher. "Well, when 
do we come out?" 

**Your book! Why it came out a week ago." 

Come out, indeed, and gone in too — gone into the 
depths of that grim establishment of Manivet's, which nev- 
er ceases to pant and to reek with the labor of giving birth 
to a new volume. This Monday, as it happened, they 
were just sending out a great novel by Herscher, called 
Satyra. The copies struck off— how many hundreds of 
thousands of them I don't know — were lying in stacks and 
heaps right up to the very top of the establishment. You 
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can fancy the preoccupation of the staff, and the lost, be- 
wildered look of worthy Manivet himself, when I men- 
tioned my poor little volume of verses, and talked of my 
chances for the Boisseau prize. I asked for a few copies 
to leave with the members of the committee of award, and 
made my escape , through streets — ^literally streets — of 
Satyrdy piled up to the ceiling. 

When I got into my cab, I looked at my volume and 
turned over the pages. I was quite pleased with the 
solemn effect of the title, *^God in Nature." The capitals 
are, perhaps, a trifle thin, when you come to look at them, 
not quite as black and impressive to the eye as they might 
be. But it does not matter. Your pretty name, **Ger-' 
maine," in the dedication will bring us luck. I left a couple 
of copies at the Astiers' in the Fue de Beaune. You know 
they no longer occupy their rooms at the Foreign Office. 
But Madame Astier has still her "Wednesdays." So of 
course I waited till Wednesday to hear what my old master 
thinks of the book; and off I went to the Institute. 

There again I found them as -busy as a steam-factory. 
Really the industry of this big city is marvellous, especially 
to people like us, who spend 3 11 the year in the peace of 
the open country. Found Picheral — you remember Kch- 
eral, the polite gentleman in the secretary's office, who got 
you such a good place three years ago, when I received 
my prize — well, I found Picheral and his clerks in the midst 
of a wild hubbub of voices, shouting out names and ad- 
dresses from one desk to another, and surrounded on all 
sides by tickets of every kind — blue, yellow, and green — 
for the platform, for the outer circle, for the orchestra, 
Entrance A, Entrance B, etc They were in the midst of 
sending out the invitations for the great annual meeting, 
which is to be honored this year by the presence of a Royal 
Highness on his travels, the Grand *Duke Leopold. 

"Very sorry, my lord" — Picheral always says **my lord," 
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having learnt it, no doubt, from Chateaubriand — "but I 
must ask you to wait." 

"Certainly, M. Picheral, certainly." 

Picheral is an amusing old gentlemen, very courtly. He 
reminds me of Bonicar and our lessons in deportment in 
the covered gallery at grandmamma's house at Jallanges. 
He is as touchy, too, when crossed, as the the old dancing- 
master used to be. I wish you had heard him talk to the 
Comte de Bretigny, the ex-minister, one of the grandees 
of the Acad^mie, who came in, while I was waiting, to 
rectify a mistake about the number of his tallies. I must 
tell you that the tally attesting attendance is worth five 
shillings, the old crown-piece. There are forty Academi- 
cians, which makes two hundred shillings per meeting, to 
be divided among those present; so you see, the fewer they 
are, the more money each gets. Payment is made once a 
month in crown-pieces, kept in stout paper bags, each with 
its little reckoning pinned on to it, like a washing bill. 
Bretigny had not his complete number of tallies; and it was 
the most amusing sight to see this man of enormous wealth, 
director of Heaven only knows how many companies, come 
there in his carriage to claim his ten shillings. He only 
got five, which sum, after a long dispute, Picheral tossed 
to him with as little respect as to a porter. 

But the "deity" pocketed them with inexpressible joy; 
there is nothing like money won by the sweat of your brow. 
For, my dear Germaine, you must not imagine that there 
is any idling in the Acad^mie. Every year there are fresh 
bequests, new prizes instituted; that means more books to 
read, more reports to engross, to say nothing of the dic- 
tionary and the orations. "Leave your book at their 
houses, but do not go in," said Picheral, when he heard I 
was competing for the prize. "The extra work, which 
people are always putting on the members, makes them 
anything but gracious to a candidate." 
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I certainly have not forgotten the way Ripault-Babin 
and Laniboire received me, when I called on them about 
my last candidature. Of course, when the candidate is a 
pretty woman, it is another story. Laniboire becomes 
jocose, and Ripault-Babin, still gallant in spite of his eighty 
years, offers the fair canvasser a lozenge, and says in his 
quavering voice : 

**Touch it with your lips, and I will finish it." So they 
told me in the secretary's office, where the deities are dis- 
cussed with a pleasing frankness. 

"You are in for the Boisseau prize. Let me see ; you 
have for awarders two Dukes, three Mouldies, and two 
Players.'* 

Such, in the office, is the familiar classification of the 
Acad^mie Fran9aise ! ^*Duke" is the name applied to all 
members of the nobiHty and episcopacy ; "Mouldies" in- 
cludes the professors and the learned men generally ; while 
a *Tlayer" denotes a lawyer, dramatic author, journalist, 
or novelist. 

After ascertaining the addresses of my Dukes, Mouldies 
and Players, I gave one of my •*author's copies" to the 
friendly M. Picheral, and, for form's sake, left another for 
poor M. Loisillon, the Permanent Secretary, who is said to 
be all but dead. Then I set to work to distribute the re- 
maining copies all dver Paris. The weather was glorious. 
As I passed through the Bois de Boulogne on' my way back 
from the house of Ripault-Babin (which reminded me of 
the lozenges), the place was sweet with may and violets. 
I almost fancied myself at home again on one of those 
first days of early spring, when the air is fresh and the sun 
h6t ; and I was inclined to give up everything an^i come 
back to you at Jallanges, 

Dined on the boulevard alone and gloomy, and then 
spent the rest of my evening at the Com^die Fran9aise, 
where they were playing Desmmi^res' "Last of the Fron- 
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tini." Desmini^res is one of the awarders of the Boisseau 
prize^ so I shall tell no one but you how his verses bored 
me. The heat and gas gave jne a headache. The actors 
played as if Louis XIV. had been listening; and while 
they spouted alexandrines, suggestive of the unrolling of a 
mummy's bands, I was still haunted by the scent of the 
hawthorn at /allanges, and repeated to myself the pretty 
lines of Du Bellay, a fellow-countryman, or a neighbor at 
least : 

More than your marbles hard I love the tender slate, 
Than Tiber more the Loir , and France than Rome, 
Mine own dear hills than Palatinus* state. 

More than the salt sea breeze the fragrant air of home. 

Tuesday. — Walked about town all the morning, stopping 
in front of the booksellers' shops to look for my book in 
the windows. Satyra, Saiyra, Satyr al Satyra and 
nothing else to be seen everywhere^ with a paper slip 
round it, **Just out." 

Here and there, but very seldom, there would be a poor 
miserable God in Nature tucked away out of sight. When 
no one was looking I put it on the top of the heap^ well in 
view; but people did not stop. 

One man did, though, in the Boulevard des Italiens, a 
negro, a very intelligent looking fellow. He turned over 
the pages for fiwt minutes, and then went away without 
buying the book. I should have liked to present it to 
him. 

Breakfasted in the corner of an English eating-house, 
and read the papers. Not a word about me, not even an 
advertisement. Manivet is so careless, very likely he has 
not so much as sent the orders, though he declared he had. 
Besides, there are so many new books. Paris is deluged 
with them. But for all that it is depressing to think that 
verses which ran like fire through one's fingers, as he wrote 
them in feverish delight, which seemed beautiful enough to 
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fill the world with brightness, are more lost now that they 
are gone into circulation, than when they were but a con- 
fused murmuring in the brain of the author. 

It reminds one of a ball-dress. When it is tried on in 
the sympathetic family circle, it is expected to outshine and 
eclipse every dress in the room; but under the blaze of the 
gas it is lost in the crowd. Well, Herscher is a lucky 
fellow. He is read and understood. I met ladies carry- 
ing snugly under their armS the little yellow volume just 
issued. 

Alas, for us poor poets! It is all very well for us to 
rank ourselves above and beyond the crowd. It is for the 
crowd, after all, that we write. When Robinson .Crusoe was 
on his desert island, cut off from all the world, and without 
so much as the hope of seeing a sail on the horizon, 
would he have written verses, even if he had been a poetic 
genius? Thought about this a great deal as I tramped 
through the Champs Elys^es, lost, like my book, in an un- 
regarding stream. 

I was coming back to my hotel, pretty glum, as you 
may imagine, when, on the Quai cP Orsay, just in front of 
the grass-grown ruin of the Cour des CompteSy I knocked 
against a big fellow, strolling along in a brown study. 

**Hullo, Freydet ! " said he. 

"Hullo, Vedrine ! " said I. 

You'll remember my friend Vedrine who, when he was 
working at Mousseaux, came with his sweet young wife to 
spend ai\ afternoon at Clos-Jalian^ges. He is not a bit 
altered, except that he is a trifle gray at the temples. He 
held by the hand the fine boy with the beaming eyes, 
whom you used to admire. His head was erect, his move- 
ments slow and eloquent, his whole carriage that of a 
superior being, A little way behind was Madame Vedrine 
pushing a perambulator, in which was a laughing little girl, 
born since their visit to Touraine. 
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"That makes three for her, counting me,*' said V^drine, 
with a wave of his hand towards his wife ; and the look of 
Madame when her eye rests on her husband really does ex- 
press the tender satisfaction of motherhood ; she is like a 
Flemish Madonna contemplating her Divine Child. 
Talked a long time, leaning against the parapet of the 
quay ; it did me good to be with these'honest folk. 

That is a man, anyhow, who cares nothing whatever for 
success, and the public, and the prizes! With his con- 
nections (he is cousin to Loisillon and to the Baron 
Huchenard), if he chose — if he just put a drop of water 
into his strong wine — ^he might have orders, and get the 
Biennial Prize, and be in the Institute in no time. But 
nothing tempts him, not even fame. 

''Fame/' he said, ^*I have had a taste of it. I know 
what it is. When a man's smoking, he sometimes gets his 
cigar by the wrong end. Well, that's fame: just a cigar 
with the hot end and ash in your mouth." 

**But, V^drine," said I, **if you work neither for fame 

nor for money ^yes, yes, I know you despise it ; but, 

that being so, I say, why do you take so much trouble ?" 

**For myself and my personal satisfaction. It's the 
desire for creation and self-expression. 

Clearly here is a man who would have gone on with his 
work in the desert island. He is a true artist, ever in 
quest of new types, and in the intervals of his labor en- 
deavoring by change of material and change of conditions 
to satisfy his craving for a fresh revelation. He has made 
pottery, enamels, mosaics, the fine mosaics so much 
admired in the guard-room at Mousseaux. When the thing 
is done and the difficulty overcome, he goes on to some- 
thing else. At the present moment his great idea is to try 
painting ; and the moment he has finished his warrior, a 
great bronze figure for the Rosen tomb, he intends, as he 
says, **to put himself to oil." 
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His wife always gives her approval, and rides behind 
him on each of his hobbies. The right kind of a wife for 
an artist, taciturn, admiring, saving the grown-up boy from 
all that might spoil his dream or catch his feet as he goes 
sjar-gazing along. She is the sort of woman, dear Ger- 
maine, to make a man want to be married. If I knew 
another such^ I shoulc^certainly bring her to Clos-Jallanges^ 
and I am sure you would love her. 

But do not be alarmed. There are not many of them ; 
and we shall go on to the end, living just by our two selves, 
as we do now. 

Before we parted we fixed another meeting for Thursday, 
not at their house at Neuilly^ but at the studio on the Quai 
iTOrsay, where the whole family spend the day together. 
This studio would seem to be the strangest place. It is in 
a corner of the old Cimr des Compies, He has got per- 
mission to do his work there, in the midst of wild vegeta- 
tion and mouldering heaps of stone. 

As I went away I turned to watch them walking along 
the quay, father, mother and children, all enveloped in the 
calm light of the setting sun^ which made a halo round 
them like a Holy Family. Strung together a few lines on 
the subject in the evening at my hotel j but I am put out 
bv having neighbors, and do not like to spout. I want my 
study at Jallanges, with its three windows looking out on 
the river and the sloping vineyards. 

And now we come to Wednesday^ the great day and the 
great event ! I will tell you the story in full. I confess 
that I had been looking forward to my call on the Astiers 
with much trepidation, which increased to-day as I went up 
the broad moist steps of the staircase in the Rue de 
Beaune. 

What was I going to hear said about my books ? Would 
my old master have had time to glance at it ? 

His opinion means for me so very much. He inspires 
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me still with the same awe as when I was in his class, and 
in his presence I shall always feel myself a schoolboy. His 
unerring and impartial judgment must be that of the award- 
ers of the prize. So you may guess the tortures of impa- 
tience which I underwent in the master's large study, which 
he gives up to his wife for her reception. 

It's sadly different from the room at the Foreign Office 
The table at which he writes is pushed away into a recess 
behind a great screen covered in old tapestry, which also 
hides part of the bookshelves. Opposite, in the place of 
honor, is a portrait of Madame Astier in her young days, 
wonderfully like her son, and also like old R^hu, whose 
acquaintance I have just had the honor of making. The 
portrait has a somewhat depressing air of elegance, cold 
and polished, like the large uncarpeted room itself, with its 
sombre curtain^ and its outlook on a still more sombre 
court-yard. 

But in comes Madame Astier, and her friendly greeting 
brightens all the surroundings. What is there in the air of 
Paris which preserves the beauty of a woman*s face beyond 
the natural term, like a pastel under its glass ? The deli- 
cate blonde with her keen eyes looked to me three years 
younger than when I saw her last. She began by asking 
after you, and how you were, dearest, showing great in- 
terest in our domestic life. Then suddenly she said : 

**But your book, let us talk about your book. How 
splendid ! You kept me reading all night." 

And she showered upon me well-chosen words of praise, 
quoted two or three lines with great appropriateness, and 
assured me that my old master was delighted ; he had 
begged her to tell me so, in case he should not be able to 
tear himself from his documents. 

Red as you know I always am, I must have turned as 
scarlet as after a hunt dinner. But my joy soon passed 
away when I heard what the poor woman was led on into 
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confiding to me about their embarrassments. They have 
lost money ; then came Astier's dismissal ; now the master 
works night and day at his historical books, which take so 
long to construct and cost so much to produce, and then 
are not bought by the public. 

Then they have to help old R<§hu, the grandfather, who 
has nothing but his fees for attendance at the Acaddmie ; 
and at his age, ninety-eight, you may imagine the care and 
indulgence necessary. Paul is a good son, hardworking, 
and on the road to success, but of course the initial ex- 
penses of his profession are tremendous. So* Madame 
Astier conceals their narrow means from him as well as 
from her husband. 

Poor dear man ! I heard his heavy, even step overhead 
while his wife was stammering out, with trembling lips and 

hesitating, reluctant words, a request that if I could 

Ah, the adorable woman ! I could have kissed the hem of 
her dress ! 

Now, my dear sister, you will understand the telegram 
you must have received a little while ago, and who the 
^400 were for that I asked for by return of post. I sup- 
pose you sent to Gobineau at once. The only reason I 
did not telegraph direct to him is that, as we '*go shares" 
in everything, our freaks of liberality ought, like the rest, 
to be common to both. But it is terrible, is it not, to think 
of the misery concealed under these brilliant and showy 
Parisian exteriors ? 

Five minutes after she had made these distressing dis- 
closures, people arrived and the room was full ; Madame 
Astier was conversing with a complete self-possession and 
an appearance of happiness in voice and manner which 
made my flesh creep. Madame Loisillon was there, the 
wife of the Permanent Secretary. She would be much 
better employed in looking after her invalid husband than 
in boring society with the charms of their delightful suite, 
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the most comfortable in the Institute, **with three rooms 
more than it had in ViUemain's time." She must have 
told us this ten times, in the pompous voice of an auc- 
tioneer, and in the hearing of a friend living uncomfort- 
ably in rooms lately used for a table cPhoie! 

No fear of such bad taste in Madame Ancelin, a name 
often to be seen in the Society papers. The good, fat, 
round lady, with her regular features and high complexion, 
piping out epigrams, which she picks up and carries round, 
is, it must be allowed, a friendly creature. She too had 
sat up all night reading me. I begin to think it is the reg- 
ular phrase. She begged me to come to her house when- 
ever I liked. It is one of the three recognized meeting- 
places of the Acad^mie. 

Picheral would say that Madame Ancelin, mad at the 
theatre, welcomes more especially the *Tlayers," Madame 
Astier the "Mouldies," while the Duchess Padovani mon- 
opolizes the "Dukes," the aristocracy of the Institute. But 
really these three haunts of fame and intrigue communicate 
one with another, for on Wednesday in the Rue de Beaune 
I saw a whole procession of deities of every description. 
There was Danjou, the writer of plays, Rousse, Boissier, 
Dumas, de Br^tigny, Baron Huchenard of the Inscriptions 
et Belles- Lettres, and the Prince d'Athis of the Sciences 
Morales et Folitiques, 

There is a fourth circle in process of formation, collect- 
ed round Madame Eviza, a Jewess with full cheeks and 
long, narrow eyes, who flirts with the whole Institute and 
sports its colors. She has green embroideries on the waist- 
coat of her spring costume, and a little bonnet trimmed 
with wings a la Mercury. She carries her flirtations u lit- 
tle too far. I heard her say to Danjou, whom she was 
asking to come and see her: 

*'The attractions of Madame Ancelin's house are for the 
palate, those of mine for the heart." 
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**I require both lodging and board," was tjie cold reply of 
Danjou, Danjou I believe, covers the heart of a" cynic under 
his hard, impenetrable mask and his black, stiff thatch, like 
a shepherd of Latium. Madame Eviza is a fine talker, and 
is mistress of considerable information. I heard her quot- 
ing to the old Baron Huchenard whole sentences from his 
**Cave Man," and discussing Shelley with a boyish maga- 
zine-writer, looking neat and solemn, with a pointed chin 
resting on the top of a high collar. 

When I was young, it was the fashion to begin with 
verse- writing, whatever was to follow, whether prose, busi- 
ness, or the bar. Nowadays people begin with literary 
criticism, generally a study on Shelley. Madame Astier 
introduced me to this young gentleman, whose views carry 
weight in the literary world; but my moustaches and the 
color of my skin, as brown as that of a miner, probably 
failed to please him. We spoke only a few words, while I 
watched the performance of the candidates and their wives 
or relatives, who had to come to show themselves and to 
see how the ground lay. Ripault-Babin is very old, and 
Loisillon cannot last much longer; and around these seats, 
which must soon be vacant, rages a war of angry looks 
and poisoned words. 

Dalzon^ the novelist,' your favorite, was there; he has a 
kindly, op. n, intellectual face, as you would expect from 
his books. But you would have been sorry to see him 
cringing and snickering before a nobody like Br^tigny, 
who has never done anything, but occupies in the Academic 
the seat reserved for the man of the world, as m the coun- 
try we keep a p'ace for the poor man in our Twelfth Night 
festivities. And not only did he court Br^tigny, but every 
Academician who came in. 

There he was, listening to old R^hu's stories, laughing 
at Danjou's smallest jokes wiih the "counterfeited glee'* 
with which at Louis-le-Grand we rewarded what V^drine 
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used to call '^usher's wit." All this to bring his twelve 
votes of last year up to the required majority. 

Old Jean R^hu looked in at his granddaughter's for a 
few minutes, wonderfully fresh and erect, well buttoned up 
in a long frock coat. He has a little shrivelled face, look- 
ing as if it had been in the fire, and a short, cottony 
beard, like moss on an old stone. His eyes are bright and 
his memory marvellous, but he is deaf, and this depresses 
him and drives him into long soli'oquies abous his interest- 
ing persoual recollections. 

To-day he told us about the household of the Empress 
](^s€^\{mt 2X Malmaison; \i\% "- ' compatriote^^ he calls her, 
both being Creoles from Martinique. He described her, 
in her muslins and cashmere shawls, smelling of musk so 
strongly as to take one's breath away, and surrounded with 
flowers from her colonies. Evtn in war times these flow- 
ers, by the gallantry of the enemy, were allowed to pass 

the lines of their fleet. He also ta'ked of David's studio 

> 

as it was under the Consulate^ and pictured us the painter, 
rating and scolding his pupils with his mouth all awry and 
the remains of his dinner in his cheek. 

After each extract from the long roll of his experience, 
the patriarch shakes his head solemnly, gazes into space, 
and says in his firm tones: 

**That's a thing ihat I have seen." 

It is his signa ure, as it were, put at thj bottom of the 
picture to prove it genuine. I ought to say that, with the 
exception of Dalzon, who pretended to be drinking in his 
words, I was the only person in the room who attended 
to the old man's tales. They seemed to me much more 
worth hearing than the stories of a certain Lavaux, a 
journalist, or librarian, or something — a dreadful retailer 
of gossip, whatever else he may be. The moment he 
came in there was a general cry, "Ah, here's Lavaux!" 
and a circle was formed round him at once, all laughing 
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and enjoying themselves. Even the frownmg **deities" 
revel in his anecdotes, He has a smooth-shaven, quasi- 
clerical face and goggle eyes. He prefaces all his tales 
and witticisms with such remarks as '*I was saying to 
De Broglie," or "Dumas told me the other day," or *'I 
have it from the Duchess herself," backing himself up 
with the biggest names, and drawing his instances from 
all quarters. . 

He is a pet of the ladies, whom he posts up in all 
the intrigues of the Acad^mie and the Foreign Office, 
the world of letters and the world of fashion. He is very 
intimate with Danjou, and a constant companion of the 
Prince d'Athis, with whom he came in. Dalzon and the 
young critic of Shelley he patronizes ; and indeed he exer- 
cises a power and authority quite inexplicable to me. 

In the medley of stories which he produced from his in- 
exhaustible chops — ^most of them were riddles to a simple 
rustic like myself— one only strnck me as amusing, 

It was the mishap which occurred to a young Count 
Adriani, of the Papal Guard. He was going through 
Paris, in attendance upon a reverend personage, to take a 
cardinal's hat and cap to some one or other, and the story 
is that he left the insignia at the house of some fair lady 
whom he met as he left the train, and of whom he knew 
neither the name nor the address, being, poor young man ! 
a stranger in Paris. So he had to write off to the Papal 
Court for new specimens of the ecclesiastical headgear to 
replace the first, which the lady must find entirely 
superfluous. 

The best part of the story is that the little Count Adriani 
is the Nuncio's own nephew, and that at the Duchess' 
last party — she is caUed *'the Duchess"^ in Academic 
circles just as she is at Mousseaux — ^he told his adventure 
quite naively in his broken French. Lavaux imitates it 
wonderfully. 
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In the midst of the laughter and the exclamations, 
"Charming! Ah, what a man Lavaux is!" etc., I asked 
Madame Ancelin, who was sitting near me, who Lavaux 
was, and what he did. The good lady was amazed. 

"Lavaux? You don't know him ? He is the Duchess* 
zebra." 

Thereupon she departed in pursuit of Danjou, and left 
me much the wiser ! Really Parisian society is a most ex- 
traordinary thing; its vocabulary alters every season. 
Zebra — a zebra — ^what can it possibly mean? But I began 
to see that I was staying much too long, and that my old 
master was not going to appear; so it was time I de- 
parted. I made my way through the chairs to say good- 
bye to my hostess, and as I passed saw Mademoiselle 
Moser whimpering before Br^tigny's white waistcoat. 
Poor Moser became a candidate ten years ago, and now 
has lost all hopes. So he goes nowhere himself, but sends 
his daughter, a lady of a certain age, not at all pretty, 
who plays the part of Antigone, climbs up to the top floors, 
makes herself general messenger and drudge to the 
Academicians and their wives, corrects proofs, nurses the 
rheumatic, and spends her forlorn maidenhood in running 
after the Academic chair which her father will never get. 

Dressed quietly in black, with an unbecoming bonnet, 
she stood in the doorway ; and near her was Dalzon, very 
much excited, between two members of the Academic who 
looked judicial. He was protesting violently and with a 
choking voice: 

**It's not true, it's a shame, I never wrote it! " 

Here was a mystery ; and Madame Astier, who might 
have enlightened me, was engaged in close confab with 
Lavaux and Prince d'Athis. 

You must have seen the Prince d'Athis driving about 
Mousseaux with the Duchess. **Sammy," as he is called, 
is a long, thin, bald man, with stooping shoulders, a 
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crinkled face as white as wax, and a black beard reaching 
half down his chest, as if his hair, falling from his head, 
had lodged upon his chin. He never speaks, and when he 
looks at you he seems shocked at your daring to breathe 
the same air as he. 

He is high in the service, has a close, mysterious, En- 
glish air which reminds you that he is Lord Palmerston's 
great-nephew, and is in high repute at the Institute and on 
the Quai (TOrsdy. He is said to be the only French 
diplomatist whom Bismarck never dared to look in the 
face. It is supposed that he will very shortly have one of 
the great embassy s. Then what will become of the 
Duchess ? To leave Paris and follow him would be a 
serious thing for a leader of society. Besides, abroad, the 
world might refuse to accept their equivocal relations, 
which here are looked upon almost as marriage, in con- 
sideration of the propriety of their conduct and their 
respect for appearances, and considering also the sad state 
of the Duke, half paralyzed and nearly twenty years older 
than his wife, who is also his niece. 

The Prince Was no doubt discussing these grave matters 
with Lavaux and Madame Astier when I drew near. A 
man just arrived in any society, no matter where, soon 
finds how much he is "out of it." He understands neither 
the phrases current nor the thoughts, and is a nuisance. 
I was just leaving when that kind Madame Astier called ^ 
me back, saying: 

"Will you not go up and see him ? he will be so glad.? 

So I went up a narrow s.a.ircase in the wall to see my 
old master. I heard his loud voice from the end of the 
passage. 

*as that you, Fage?'* 

•*No, sir," said I. 

**Why, its Freydet! Take care; keep your headdo^n." 

It was in fact impossible to stand upright under the slop- 
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ing roof. What a different place from the Foreign Office, 
where I last saw him, in a lofty gallery lined with portfolios. 

"A kennel, is it not?*' said the worthy man with a smile; 
"but if you knew what treasures I have here" — and he 
waved his hand towards a large set of pigeon-holes con- 
taining at least 10,000 important manuscript documents, 
collected by him during the last few years. 

*'There is history in those drawers," he went on, growing 
more animated and playing with his magnifying glass; 
"history new and authentic, let them say what they will." 

But in spite of his words he seemed to me gloomy and 
uncomfortable. He has been treated very badly. First 
came that cruel dismissal, and now, as he has continued to 
publish historical works based on new documents, people 
say that he has plundered from the Bourbon papers. This 
calumny was started in the Institute, and is traced to Baron 
Huchenard, who calls his collection of MSS. "the first in 
France," and hates to be outdone by that of Astier. He 
tries to revenge himself by treacherous criticisms, launched, 
like an assegai^ from the bash. 

'*My letters of Charles V.," said Astier, ''even those 
they want now to prove false. And on what ground, if you 
please? For a mere trifling error, "Maitre Rabelais" in- 
stead of "Frere Rabelais." As if an emperor's pen never 
made a slip! It's dishonest, that's what it is!" 

And, seeing that I shared his indignation, my good old 
master grasped me by both hands and said. 

^'But there! enough of these slanders. Madame Astier 
told >ou, I suppose, about your book? There is still a lit- 
tle too much for my taste; but I am pleased with it on the 
whole." 

What there is "too much" of in my poetry is what he 
calls *'the weed" of fancy. At school he was always at it, 
plucking it out, and rooting it up. Now, dear Germaine, 
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attend. I give you the last part of our conversation, word 
for word. 

Myself, "Do you think, sir, that I have any chance of 
the Boisseau prize?" 

M* Astier. "After such a book as that, my dear boy, 
it is not a prize you deserve, but a seat. Loisillon is hard 
hit; Ripault cannot last much longer. Don't move; leave 
it to me; henceforward I look upon you as a candidate." 

I don't know what I said in reply. I was so confused 
that I feel still as if I were dreaming. Me, me, in the 
Academic Fran9aise! Take good care of yourself, dear- 
est, and get good and well again; for you must come to 
Paris on the great occasion, and see your brother, with his 
sword at his side and his green coat embroidered with 
palms, take his place among all the greatest men of France! 
Why, it makes me dizzy now! So I send you a kiss, and 
'am off to bed. 

Your affectionate brother, 
, Abel de Frevdet. 

You may imagine that among all these doings I have 
quite forgotten the seeds, matting, shrubs, and all the rest 
of my purchases. But I will see about them soon^ as I 
shall stay here some time. Astier-R6hu advised me to say 
nothing, but to go about in Academic society. To show 
mvself and be seen is the crreat ooint. 



CHAPTER IV. 

' ** Don't trust them, my dear Freydet. I know that trick; 
it's the recruiting trick. The fact is, these people feel that 
their day is past, and that under their cupola they are be- 
ginning to get mouldy. The Acad^mie is a taste that is 
going out, an ambition no longer in fashion. Its success 
is only apparent. And indeed for the last few years the 
distinguished company has given up waiting at home for 
custom, and comes down into the street to tout. Every- 
where, in society, in the studios, at the pubHshers', in the 
greenroom, in every literary or artistic centre, you will find 
the Recruiting-Academician, smiUng on young budding 
talent, saying: 

''The Acad^mie has its eye on you, my young friend." 
If a man has got some reputation, and has just written 
his third or fourth book, like you, then the invitation 'takes 
a more direct form. 

"Don't forget us, my dear fellow; now's your time." 
Or perhaps, brusquely, with a friendly scolding: 
"Well, so you don't mean to be one of us." When it's 
a man in spciety who is to be caught, a translator of Ariosto 
or a writer of amateur plays, there is a gentler and more in- 
sinuating way of playing off the trick. And if our fashion- 
able writer protests that he is not a gun of sufficient cali- 
bre, the Recruiting- Academician brings out the regular 
phrase, that 'the Academie is a club.' Lord bless us, how 
useful that phrase has been! 'The Academie is a club, and 

SI 
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its admission is not only for the work, but the worker/ 
Meantime the "Recruiting-Academician is welcomed every- 
where, made much of, asked to dinner and pther entertain- 
ments. He becomes a parasite, fawned upon by those 
whose hopes he arouses — and is careful to maintain." 

But at this point kind-hearted Freydet protested indig- 
nantly. Never would his old master lend himself to such 
base uses. V^drine shrugged his shoulders. 

Why, the worst of the lot is the recruiter who is sincere 
and disinterested. He believes in the Acad^mie; hi^ 
whole life is centred in the Acad^mie ; and when he says 
to you, '*If you only knew the jey of it," with a smack of 
the tongue like a man eating a ripe peach, he is saying 
what he really means, and so his bait is the more alluring 
and dangerous. But when once the hook has been swal- 
lowed and struck, then the Academician takes no more 
notice of the victim, but leaves him to struggle and dangle 
at the end of the line. You are an angler; well, when 
you have taken a fine perch or a big pike, and you drag it 
along behind your boat, what do you call that ?" 

"Drowning your fish !" 

*'Just so. Well, look at Moser ! Does he not look like 
a drowned fish ? He has been carried along in tow for 
these ten years. And there's De SalMe and Gu^rineau, 
and I don't know how many others, who have even given 
up struggling." 

**But still people do get into the Acad^mie sooner or 
later." 

"Not those once taken in tow. And suppose a man 
does succeed, where's the good ? What does it bring you ? 
Money ? Not as much as your hay-crop. Fame ? Yes, 
a hole-and-corner fame with a space no bigger than your 
hat. It would be something if it gave talent, but those 
who have talent lose it when once they get inside and are 
chilled by the air of the place. The Academic is a club, 
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you know ; so there is a tone that must be adopted, and 
things iVhich must be left unsaid, or watered dowh. There's 
an end to originality, and end to bold neck-breaking 
strokes. The liveliest spirits never move for fear of tear- 
ing iheir green coats. It is like putting children into their 
Sunday clothes and saying, *Amuse yourselves, my dears, 
but don't get dirty.' And they do amuse themselves, I 
can tell you. Of course, they have the adulation of the 
Academical taverns, and their fair hostesses. But what a 
bore ! I speak from experience, for I have let myself be 
dragged there occasionally. Yes, I can say with old R^hu, 
'That's a thing I have seen.' Silly pretentious women 
have favored me with ill-digested scraps from magazine 
articles, coming out of their little beaks like the written 
remarks of characters in a comic paper. I have heard fat, 
good-natured Madame Ancelin, a woman as stupid as 
anything, cackle with admiration at the epigrams of Dan- 
jou, regular stage manufacture, about as natural as the 
curling of his wig." 

Here was a shock for Freydet: Danjou, the shepherd 
of Latium, had a wig ! 

'*A half-wig, what they call a breton. At Madame 
Astier's," he went on, **I have gone through lectures on 
ethnology enough to kill a hippopotamus : and at the table 
of the Duchess — the severe and haughty Duchess — I have 
seen that old monkey Laniboire, seated in the place of 
honor, do and say things for which, if he had not been a 
*deity,' he would have been turned out of the house, with 
a good-bye in her Grace's peculiar style, you know. And 
the joke is, it was she who got him into the Acad^mie. She 
has seen that very Laniboire at her feet, begging humbly, 
piteously, importunately, 10 get himself elected. 'Elect 
him,' she said to my cousin Loisillon, 'elect him, do; and 
then I shall be rid of him.' " 

"Now she looks up to him as a god; he is always next 
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at the table ; and her contempt has changed into an abject 
admiration. It is like a savage, falling down and quaking 
before the idol he has carved. I know what Academic 
society is, with all its foolish, ludicrous, mean little intrigues. 
You want to get into it ! What for, I should like to know? 
You have the happiest life in the world. Even I, who am 
not set upon anything, was near envying you, when I saw 
you with your sister at Clos-Jallanges : a perfect house on 
a hill-side with airy rooms and chimney comers big enough 
to get into, oak-woods, cornfields, vineyards, river; the 
life of a country gentleman, as it is painted in the novels 
of Tolstoi; fishing and shooting, a pleasant library, a 
neighborhood not too dull, the peasants reasonably honest; 
and to prevent you from grov.ing callous in the midst of 
such unbroken satisfaction, your companion, suffering and 
smiling, full of life and keenness — ^poor thing — in her arm- 
chair, delighted to listen, when you came in from a ride 
and read her a good sonnet, genuine poetry, fresh from 
nature, which you had pencilled on your saddle, or lying 
flat in the grass, as we are now — only without this horri- 
ble din of wagons and trumpets." 

V^drine stopped perforce. Some heavy drays, loaded 
with iron, and shaking the ground and houses as they went 
by, a piercing alarum from the neighboring barracks, the 
harsh screech of steam-tug's whistle, an organ, and the 
bells of Sainte-Cloiilde^ all united at the moment, as from 
time to time the noises of a great town will do, in a thun- 
dering tutti; and the outrageotis babel, close to the ear, 
contrasted strangely with the natural field of grass and 
weed, overshadowed by tall trees, in which the two old 
classmates were enjoying their smoke and their familiar 
chat. 

It was at the corner of the Quai (TOrsay, and the Rue 
de Bellechasse, on the ruined terrace of the old Cour des 
Comptes, now occupied by sweet wild plants, like a clear 
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ing in the forest at the coming of spring. Clumps of lilac 
past the flowering and dense thickets of plane and maple 
grew all along the balustrades, which were loaded with ivy 
and clematis : and within this verdant screen the pigeons 
lighted, the bees wandered, and under a beam of yellow 
light might be seen the calm and handsome profile of 
Madame V^drine, nursing the youngest, while the eldest 
threw stones at the numerous cats — gray, black, yellow, 
and tabby— which might be called the tigers of this Parisian 
jungle. 

"And as we are talking of your poetry, you will wish me 
to speak my mind, won't you, old boy? Well, I have 
only just looked into your last book, but it has not the 
smell of bluebells and thyme that I found in the others. 
Your 'God in Nature* has rather a flavor of the Aca- 
demic bay; and I am much afraid you have made a 
sacrifice of your ** wood-notes wild," you know, your 
*Briz€ux' music, and thrown it, by way of pass-money, 
into the mogth of CrocodilusP 

This nickname "Crocodilus/' turning up at the bottom 
of Vedrine's schoolboy recollections, amused them for a 
moment, They pictured once more Astier-Rehu at his 
desk, with streaming brow, his cap well on the back of 
his head, and a yard of red ribbon relieved against the 
black of his gown, emphasizing with the solemn move- 
ments of his wide sleeves the well-worn joke from Racine 
or Moli^re, or his own rounded periods in the style of 
Vicq-d*Azir, whose seat in the Academic he eventually 
fiUed. 

Then Freydet, vexed with himself for laughing at his 
old master, began to praise his work as an historian. 
What a mass of original documents he had brought out of 
their dust! 

"There's nothing in that," retorted Vedrine with un- 
qualified contempt. In his view, the most interesting 



S6 ONE OF THE «FORTYy 

documents in hands of a fool had no more meaning than 
has the great book of humanity itself, when consulted by a 
stupid novelist. The gold all turns into dead leaves. 

'* Look here," he went on with rising animation, ** a 
man is not to be called an historian because he has ex- 
panded unpublished material into great octavo volumes, 
which are shelved unread among the books of information, 
and should be labelled, *For external application only. 
Shake the bottle.' It is only French frivolity that attaches 
a serious value to compilations like those. The English 
and Germans despise us. * Ineptissimus vir Astier-R^hu,' 
says Mommsen in one of his notes." 

**Yes, and it was you, you heartless fellow, who made 
the poor man read out the note before the whole class." 

'*And a terrible jaw he gave me. It was nearly as 
as bad as when one day I got so tired of hearing him tell 
us that the will was a lever^ a lever with which you might 
lift anything anywhere, that I answered him from my place 
in his own voice : * Could you fly with it, sir— could you 
fly with it ? ' " 

Freydet, laughing, abandoned his defence of the his- 
torian, and began to plead for Astier-R^hu as a teacher. 
But V^drine went off" again. 

** A teacher! What is he? A poor creature who has 
spent his life in * weeding' hundreds of brains, or, in plain 
terms, destroying whatever in them was original and 
natural, all the living germs which it is the first duty of an 
educator to noiurish and protect. To think how the lot of 
us were hoed and stubbed and grubbed ! One or two did 
not take kindly to the process, but the old fellow went at 
it with his tools and his nails, till he made us all as neat 
and as flat as a schoolroom bench. .And see the results of 
his workmanship ! A few rebels, like Herscher, who, from 
hatred of the conventional, go for exaggeration and ugli- 
ness, or like myself^ who^ thanks to that old ass, love 
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roughness and contortion so much, that my sculpture, they 
say, is 4ike a bag of walnuts.' And the rest of them 
levelled, scraped and empty ! " 

"And pray, what of me ? " said Freydet, with an affected 
despair. 

'*0h, as for you, Nature has preserved you so far j but 
look out for yourself if you let Crocodilus clip you again. 
And to think that we have public schools to provide us 
with this sort of pedagogue, and that we reward him with 
endowments, and honors, and a place (save the mark) in 
the National Institute ! " 

Stretched at his ease in the long grass, with his head on 
his arm and waving a fern, which he used as a sun-screen, 
V^drine calmly uttered these strong remarks, without the 
slightest play of feature in his broad face, pale and puffy 
as that of an Indian idol. Only the tiny, laughing eyes 
broke the general expression of dreamy indolence. 

His companion was shocked at such treatment of what 
he was accustomed to respect. 

"But," he said, "if you are such an enemy of the father, 
how do you manage to be such a friend of the son ? " 

"I am no more one than the other. I look upon Pau] 
Astier, with his imperturbable sang-froid and his pretty- 
miss-complexion, as a problem. I should like to see what 
becomes of him." 

"Ah, Monsieur de Freydet," said Madame V^drine, 
joining in the conversation from the place where she sat, 
''if you only knew what a tool he makes of my husband ! 
All the restorations at Mousseaux, the new gallery towards 
the river, the concert-room, the chapel, all were done by 
V^drine. And the Rosen tomb too. He will only be paid 
for the statue ; but the whole thing is really his — concep- 
tion, arrangement, everything." 

"There, there, that will do,"- said the artist quietly. ^'As 
for Mousseaux, the young fellow would certainly have been 
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hard put to it to rediscover a fragment of the design under 
the layers of rubbish that the architects have been deposit- 
ing there for the last thirty years. But the neighborhood 
was charming, the Duchess amiable and not at all tire- 
some, and there was friend Freydet, whom I had found out 
at Clos'/allanges, Besides, the truth is I have too many 
ideas ; they hamper me and torment me. To relieve me 
of a few is to do me a real service. My brain is like a 
railway junction, where the engines are getting up steam 
on all the lines at once. The young man saw that. He 
has not many ideas. So he purloins mine, and brings 
them before the public, quite certain that I shall not pro- 
test. But he does not take me in. Don't I know when 
he is going to filch ! He preserves his little indifferent air, 
with no expression in his eyes, until suddenly there comes 
a little nervous twitch at the comer of his mouth. Done ! 
Nabbed ! I have no doubt he thinks to himself: 
*' *Good Lord, what a simpleton V^drine is !' " 
"He has not the least notion that I watch him and en- 
joy his little game. Now," said the sculptor, as he got up, 
''I will show you my Knight, and then we will go over the 
ruin. It is worth looking at, you will find." 

Passing from the terrace into the building, they mounted 
a semicircle of steps and went through a square room 
formerly the apartment of the Secretary to the Conseil 
iTEtat It had no floor and no ceiling, all the upper 
stories had fallen through and showed the blue sky between 
the huge iron girders, now twisted by the fire, which had 
divided the floors. In a corner, against a wall to which 
were attached long iron pipes overgrown with creepers, 
lay, in three pieces, a model of the Rosen tomb, buried in 
nettles and rubbish. 
"You see," said V^drine, "or rather you can't see." 
And he began to describe the monument. The little 
Princess' conception of a tomb was not easy to come up 
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to. Several things had been tried — reminiscences of 
Egyptian^ Assyrian, and Ninevite monuments — before de- 
ciding on V^drlne's plan, which would raise an outcry 
among architects, but was certainly impressive. A soldier's 
tomb ; an open tent with the canvass looped back, disclos- 
ing within, before an altar, the wide, low sarcophagus, 
modelled on a camp bedstead, on which lay the good 
Knight Crusader, fallen for King and Creed ; beside him 
his broken sword, and at his feet a great greyhound. 

The difficulty of the work and tfie hardness of the Dal- 
matian granite, which the Princess insisted on having, had 
obliged V6drine to take mallet and chisel himself and to 
work like an artisan under the tarpaulin at the cemetery. 
Now, at last, after much time and trouble, the canopy was 
up, ''and that young rascal, Astier, will get some credit 
from it," added the sculptor with a smile in which was no 
touch of bitterness. 

Then he lifted up an old carpet hanging over a hole in 
the wall, which had once been a door, and led Freydet 
into the huge ruined hall which served him for a studio, 
roofed with planks and decorated with mats and hangings. 
. It looked with all its litter like a barn, or rather a yard 
under cover, for in a sun-ht comer climbed a fine fig-tree 
with its twining branches and elegant leaves, while close 
by was the bulk of a broken stove, garlanded with ivy and 
honeysuckle, so as to resemble an old well. Here he had 
been working for two years, summer and winter, in spite of 
the fogs of the neighboring river and the bitter cold winds, 
without a single sneeze (his own expression), having the 
healthful strength of the great artists of the renaissance, as 
well as their large mould of countenance and fertile 
imagination. 

Now he was as weary of sculpture and architecture as if 
he had been writing a tragedy. The moment his statue 
was delivered and paid for, wouldn't he be off, nursery and 
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all, for a journey up the Nile in a dahabee(i[^'^zxA paint and 
paint from morning to night ! . j^Jt 

While . he spoke he moved away a stool and a bench, 
and led his friend up to a huge block in the rough. 

* 'There's my warrior. Frankly now, what do you think 
of him?" 

Freydet was somewhat startled and amazed at the 
co'ossal dimensions of the sleeping hero. The scale was 
magnified in proportion lo the height of the canopy, and 
the roughness of the plaster exaggerated the anatomical 
emphasis characteristic of V^drine. Rather than smooth 
away the force, he gives his work an unfinished earthy sur- 
face as of something still in the rock. But as the spectator 
gazed and began to grasp, the huge form became instinct 
with that impressive and attractive power which is the 
essence of fine art. 

* 'Splendid!" he exclaimed, with the tone of sincerity. 
The other winked his merry litt'e eyes, and said: 

''Not at first sight, eh ? My style does not take till you 
are accustomed to it ; and I do not feel sure ol the Pr ncess, 
when she comes to look at this ugly fellow." 

Paul Astier was to bring her in a few days, as soon as it 
had been rubbed down and smoothed and was ready to go 
to the foundry ; and the sculptor looked forward to the 
visit with some uncertainty, knowing the tiste of gre^t 
ladies, as it is displayed in the stereotyped chatter, which 
at the Salon on five-shilling days runs up and down the 
picture-rooms, and breaks out round the sculpture. Oh, 
what hypocrisy it is ! The only genuine thing about them 
is the spring costume, which they have provided to figure 
on this particular occasion. 

"And altogether, old fellow/' continued V6drine, as he 
drew his friend out of the studio, "of all the affectations of 
Paris, of all the hypocrisies of society, the most shameless 
and the most amusing, is the pretended taste for art. It's 
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enough to make you die of laughing; everyone performing 
a mummery, which imposes on nobody. And music, the 
same! You should just see them at the Pop!" 

They went down a long arcaded passage, full of the same 
odd vegetation, sown there by all the winds of heaven, 
breaking out in green from the hard-beaten ground, and 
peeping among the paintings on the shrivelled and smoke- 
blackened walls. 

Presently they came to the principal court, formerly 
gravelled, but now a field, in which were mingled wild 
grasses, plantain, pimpernel, groundsel, and myriads of tiny 
stems and heads. In the middle, fenced off with boards, 
was a bed of artichokes, strawberries and pumpkins, look- 
ing like the garden of some squatter at the edge of a virgin 
forest; and, to complete the illusion, beside it* was a little 
building of brick. 

**It's the bookbinder's garden, and that is his shop," 
said V^drine, pointing to a board over the half-open door, 
displaying in letters a foot long the inscription, 

ALBIN FACE, 

BOOKBINDING IN ALL ITS BRANCHES. 

Fage had been bookbinder to the Cour des Comptes and 
the Conseil d'Etat, and having obtained leave to keep his 
lodge, which had escaped the fire, was now, with the ex- 
ception of the janitor, the sole tenant of the building. 

'*Let us go in for a minute," said V^drine; *'you will 
find him a remarkable specimen." 

He went nearer and called: 

*'Fage! Fagp!" 

But the humble workshop was empty. In front of the 
window was the binder's table, on which, among a heap of 
parings, lay his shears. Under a press were some green 
ledgers capped with copper. Strange to remark, every- 
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thing in the room — the sewing-press, the tressel-table, the 
empty chair in front of it^ the shelves piled with books, 
and even the shaving-mirror hung upon the latch — was on 
a diminutive scale, adapted to the height and reach of a 
child of twelve years old. It might have been taken for 
the house of a dwarf, or of a bookbinder of Lilliput. 

**He is a humpback," whispered V^drine to Freydet, 
**and a lady's man into the bargain, all scent and pomade." 
A horribe smell like a hairdresser's shop, ottar of roses and 
macassar, mingled with the stifling fumes of glue. V^drine 
called once more in the direction of the back of the shop 
where the bedroom was; then they left, Freydet chuckling 
at the idea of a humpbacked Lovelace. 

* 'Perhaps he's at a tryst," he said. 

*'You are pleased to laugh; but, my dear fellow, the 
humpback is on the best of terms with all the beauties of 
Paris, if one may believe the testimony of his bedroom 
walls, which are covered with photographs bearing the 
owners' names, and headed *To Albin,' *To my dear little 
Fage.' There is never any lady to be seen here, but he 
sometimes comes and tells me about his fine octavo, or 
his pretty little duodecimo, as he calls his conquests, ac- 
cording to their height and size." 

'*And he is ugly, you say?" 

"A perfect monster." 

"And no money?" 

*'A poor little bookbinder and worker in cardboard, liv- 
ing on his work and his bit of a garden, but very intelligent 
and learned, and has a marvellous memory. We shall 
probably find him wandering about in some comer of the 
building. He is a great dreamer is little Fage, like all 
sentimentalists. — This*way, but look where you step; there 
are some awkward places." 

They were going up a huge staircase, of which the lower 
steps still remained, as did the balustrade, rusty, split, and 
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in places twisted. Then suddenly they turned off by a 
fragile wooden bridge, resting on^he supports of the stair- 
case, between high walls on which were dimly visible the 
remains of huge frescoes, cracked, decayed and blackened 
with spot, the hind legs of a horse, a woman's torso un- 
draped, with inscriptions almost illegible on panels that 
had lost their gilding, "Meditation," '*Silence," "Trade 
uniting the nations of the world." 

On the first floor a long gallery, with a vaulted roof, as 
in the amphitheatre at Aries or Nimes, stretched away be- 
tween smoke-stained walls, covered with huge fissures, 
remains of plaster and iron work, and tangled vegetation. 
At the entrance to this passage was inscribed on the wall, 
'^ Corridor des JIuissiers :'* On the next floor they found 
much the same thing, only that here, the roof having given 
way, the gallery was nothing but a long terrace of brambles 
climbing up to the undestroved arcades and falling down 
in disordered, waving festoons to the level of the court- 
yard. 

From this second floor could be seen the roofs of the 
neighboring houses, the whitewashed walls of the barracks 
in the Rue de Poitiers, and the tall, plane trees of the Pad- 
ovani mansion, with the rooks' nests, abandoned till the 
winter, swinging in their top branches. Below was the 
deserted court in full sunlight, with the little garden and 
tiny house of the bookbinder. 

"Just look, old boy, there's a good lot of it here," said 
V^drine to his friend, pointing to the wild exuberant vege- 
tation of every species which ran riot over the whole build- 
ing. "If Crocodilus saw all thesfi weeds, what a rage he 
would be in!" 

Suddenly he started, and said: 

"Well, I never ! " 

At this moment, near the bookbinder's house below, 
came into sight Astier-R^hu, recognizable by his long 
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frock-coat of a metallic green and his large wide "topper." 
Most people in the neighborhood knew this hat, whch, set 
on the back of a gray, curly head, distingui^lied, like a halo, 
the hierarch of erudition. 

It was Crocodilus ! 

He was talking eamesdy lo a man of very small stature, 
whose bare head shone with hair-oil, and whose tight- 
fitting, light-colored coat showed in all its elegance the 
deformity of his back. Their words were not audible, but 
Astier seemed much excited. He brandished his stick and 
bent himself forward over the face of the little creature, 
who for his part was perfectly calm, and stood, as if his 
mind was made up, with his two large hands behind him 
folded under his hump. 

**The cripple does work for the Institute, does he?" 
said Freydet, who remembered now that his master had 
uttered the name of Fage. 

V^drine did not answer. He was watching the action of 
the two men, whose conversation at this moment sud- 
denly stopped, the humpback going into his house with a 
gesture which seemed to say, *'As you please," while 
Astier with angry strides made for the gate of the building 
towards the Rue de Lille, then paused, turned back to the 
shop, went in, and closed the door behind him. 

"It's odd," muttered the sculptor. -^Why did Fage 
never tell me ? What a mysterious little fellow he is ! 
But I dare say they have the same taste for the 'octavo' 
and the 'duodecimo'!" 

*'For shame V^drine ! " 

The visit done, Freydet went slowly up the Quai d*Or- 
say^ thinking about his book and his asi)irations towards 
the Academic, which had received a severe shock from the 
home truths he had been hearing. How like the man is 
to the boy ! How soon the character is in its essence 
complete ! After an interval of twenty-five years, beneath 
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the wrinkles and gray hairs and other changes, with which 
life disguises the outer man, the schoolfellows found each 
other just what they were when they sat together in class : 
one wilful, high-spirited, rebellious; the other obedient 
and submissive, with a tendency to indolence, which had 
been fostered by his quiet country life. 

After all V6drine was perhaps right. Even if he was 
sure of succeeding, was the thing worth the trouble ? He 
was particularly anxious about his invalid sister, who, while 
he went about canvassing, must be left all«*lone at Clos- 
Jallanges, A few days' absence had already made her 
feel nervous and low, and the morning's post had brought 
a miserable letter. 

He was by this time passing before the dragoon bar- 
racks ; and his attention was caught by the appearance of 
the paupers, waiting on the other side of the street for the 
distribution of the remains of the soup. They had come 
long before, for fear of missing their turn, and were seated 
on the benches or standing in a line against the parapet of 
the quay. 

Foul and grimy, with the hair and beard of human dogs, 
and dressed in the filthiest rags, they waited like a herd, 
neither moving or speaking to each other, but peering into 
the great barrack-yard to catch the arrival of the por- 
ringers and the adjutant's signal to come up. It was hor- 
rible to see in the brilliant sunlight ihe silent row of savage 
eyes and hungry faces, fixed with the same animal look 
upon the wide-open gate. 

**What are you doing there, my dear boy ? '* said a voice, 
and Astier-R^hu, in high spirits, took his pupil's arm. 

The poet pointed to the pathetic group on the opposite 
pavement. 

"Ah, yes," said the historian, "Ah, yes." He had in 
truth no eyes for anything outside books, nor any direct 
and pergonal perception ot the facts of life. Indeed, from 
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the way in which took Freydet off, saying as he did so: 
"You may as well go with me as far as the Institute," it 
was clear that he did not approve the habit of mooning in 
the streets when you ought to be better employed. 

Leaning gently cm his favorite's arm, he began to tell 
him of his rapturous delight at having chanced upon a 
most astonishing discovery, a letter about the Acad^mie 
from the Empress Catherine to Diderot, just in time for 
his forthcoming address to the Grand-Duke, He meant 
to read the letter at the meeting, and perhaps to present 
his Highness, in the name of the Society, with the original 
in the handwriting of his ancestress. Baron Huchenard 
would burst with envy. 

''And, by the way, about my Charles the Fifths, you 
know! It's absolutely false. Here is something to confute 
the old backbiter." 

And he clapped with his thick, short hand a heavy 
leather pocket-book. He was so happy that he tried to 
arouse an answering happiness in Freydet by leading the 
conversation to the topic of yesterday — his candidature for 
the first place in the Academic that should be vacant, It 
would be delightful when the master and the scholar sat 
together under the same dome! 

"And you will find how pleasant it is, and how comfort- 
able. It cannot be imagined till you are there." 

The moment of entrance, he seemed to say, put an end 
to the miseries of life. At that threshold they might beat 
in vain. You soared into a region of peace and light, 
above envy, above criticism, blessed for ever! All was 
won, and nothing left to desire. Ah, the Acad^mie! Those 
who spoke ill of it spoke in ignorance or jealousy, because 
they could not get in. The apes, the dunces! 

His strong voice rose till it made everyone turn as he 
went along the quay. Some recognized him and mentioned 
his name. The booksellers and the vendors of stamps and 
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curiosities, standing at their stalls, and accustomed to see 
him go by at his regular hours, stepped back and bowed 
respectfully, 

"Freydet, look at that," said his master, pointing to the 
Palais Mazarin^ to which they had now come. ** There it 
is! There's the Institute as I saw it on the Didot books 
when I was a lad. I said to myself then, *I will get into 
that;' and I have got in. Now, my boy, it is your turn to 
use 3 our will. Good luck to you." 

He stepped briskly in at the gale to the left of the main 
building, and went on into a series of large, paved courts, 
silent and majestic^ his figure throwing a lengthening 
shadow upon the ground. 

He disappeared; but Freydet was gazing stiU, struck 
motionless. And on his kindly, round brown face and in 
his soft^ full-orbed eyes was the same expression as had 
been on the visages of the human dogs who waited before 
the barracks for their soup. Henceforward, whenever he 
looked at the Institute, that expression would always come 
over his face. 



CHAPTER V. 

It was the evening of a great dinner, which was to be 
followed by a select reception, at the Padovani mansion. 
The Grand-Duke Leopold was- entertaing at the ttible of 
his ** respected friend," as he called the Duchess, some 
members selected from the various departments of the 
Institute, and so making his return to the five' Academies 
for their courteous reception of him and for the compli- 
mentary harangue of the President. Diplomatic society 
was, as usual, well represented at the house of the wife 
of a former Ambassador, but the . Institute had the chief 
place, and the arrangement of the guests showed the object 
of the dinner. The Grand-Duke, seated opposite the 
hostess, had Madame Astier on his right, and on his left 
the Countess Foder, wife of the First Secretary of the Fin- 
nish Embassy, acting as Ambassador. On the right of the 
Duchess sat Leonard Astier, and on her left sat Monsignor 
Adrianai, the Papal Nuncio. Then came successively 
Baron Huchenard, representing the Inscriptions and 
Belles- Lettres ; Mourad Bey, the Ambassador of the Porte ; 
Delpech the chemist, member of the Academic des 
Sciences ; the Belgian Minister ; Landry, the musician, of 
the Beaux- Arts; Danjou, the dramatist^ one of Picheral's 
"Players ;" and, lastly, the Prince d'Athis, whose twofold 
claims to distinction as diplomatist and member of the 
Academie des Sciences Morales et Politiques combined the 
characteristics of the two sets in the circle. At the ends 
of the table were the General acting as Aide-de-camp to 

(68) 
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tlis Highness, the young Count Adriani, nephew of the 
Nuncio, and Lavaux, whose presence was indispensable at 
every social gathering. 

The feminine element was lacking in charm. The 
Countess Foder, red-haired, small, and lively, enveloped in 
lace to the tip of her little pointed nose, looked like a 
squirrel with a cold in its head. Baroness Huchenard, a 
lady of no particular age and with a moustache, produced 
the effect of a very fat old gentleman in a low dress, 
Madame Astier, in a velvet dress partly open at the neck, 
a present from the Duchess, had sacrificed on the altar of 
friendship the pleasure she would have had in displaying 
her arms and shoulders, the remains of her beauty; and 
thanks to this delicate attention the Duchess Padovani 
looked as if sh^ were the only woman at dinner. 

The Duchess is elegantly dressed, tall and fair, with a 
tiny head and fine eyes of a golden hazel color — eyes 
whose shifting haughty glance, from under long dark brows 
that almost meet, shows their power of expressing kind- 
ness, affection, or anger. Her nose is short, her mouth 
emotional and sensitive, and her complexion has the bril- 
liancy of a young woman's, owing to her custom of sleep- 
ing in the afternoon when she is going out in the evening 
or receiving friends at her own house, A long residence 
abroad at Vienna, St. Petersburg, and Constantinople, 
where as the wife of the French Ambassador it had been 
her duty to set the fashion to French society, has left in 
her manners a certain air of superior information, which 
the ladies of Paris find it hard to forgive. She talks 
graciously to them as though they were foreigners, and 
explains things to them which they understand as well as 
she. In her house in the Rue de Poitiers the Duchess 
still acts as though representing Paris among the Kurds* 
It is the sole defect of this noble and splendid lady. 

Though there were, so to speak, no women^ no bright 
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dresses showing arms and shoulders and breaking the 
monotony of black coats with a blaze of jewels and flow- 
ers, still the table was not without color. There was the 
violet cassock of the Nuncio with his broad silk sash, the 
purple Chechia of Mourad Bey, and the red tunic of the 
Papal Guard with its gold collar, blue embroideries, and 
gold braid on the breast, decorated also with the huge 
briUiant cross of the Legion of Honor, which the young 
Italian had received that very morning, the President think* 
ing it proper to reward the successful delivery of the Car- 
dinal's hat. .Scattered about, too, were ribbons green, 
blue and red, and the dull silver gleam and sparkling stars 
of decorations and orders. 

Ten 0* clock. The dinner is almost over, but not one of 
the flowers elaborately arranged round plates_and dishes 
has been disturbed; there have been no raised voices or 
animated gestures. Yet the fare is excellent at the Pado- 
vani mansion, one of the few houses. in Paris where they 
still have wine. The dinner betrays the presence in the 
house of an epicure, and the epicure is not the Duchess, 
who, like all the leaders of French fashion, thinks the din- 
ner good if she has on a becoming dress and the table is 
carefully and tastefully decorated. 

No, the epicure is the lady's humble servant, the Prince 
d'Athis, a man of cultivated palate and fastidious appetite, 
spoilt by club cooking and not to be satisfied by silver plate 
or the sight of fine liveries and irreproachable white calves. 
It is for his sake that the fair Antonia admits among her 
occupations the care of the menu; it is for him that she 
provides highly seasoned dishes and fiery wines of Burgun- 
dy, which it must be admitted have not on this particular 
occasion dispelled the coldness of the guests. 

At dessert there is the same coldness and epicurean in* 
difference that marked the first course; hardly has a tinge 
of color flushed the ladies' cheeks or noses. It is a dinner 
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of wax dolls, official, magnificent, with the magnificence 
which comes chiefly of ample room, lofty ceilings, and seats 
placed so far apart as to preclude all friendly touching of 
chairs. A gloomy, chilly underground feeling separates , 
the guests, in spite of the soft breath of the June night 
floating in from the gardens through the half-open shutters, 
and gently swelling the silk blinds. 

The conversation is distant and constrained, the lips 
scarcely move and have an unmeaning smile. Not a re- 
mark is real, not one makes its way to the mind of the 
hearer; they are as perfectly artificial as the sweetmeats 
among which they are dropped. The speeches, Hke the 
faces, are masked, and it is lucky they are, for if at this 
moment the mask were to be taken off, and the true thoughts 
disclosed, how dismayed the noble company would be! 

The Grand-Duke, who has a broad, pale face framed by 
extra-black trim round whiskers, just such a royal person- 
age as you see in an illustrated paper, is questioning Baron 
Huchenard with much interest about his recent book, and 
thinking to himself: 

•*Oh dear, how this learned gentleman does bore me with 
his primitive dwellings! How much better off I should be 
at Roxelane^ where sweet little D^a is dancing in the bal- 
let! The author oi Roxelaine is here, I understand, but he 
is an old gentleman, very ugly and very dull. And to 
think of the ankles of little D^a!" 

The Nuncio, who has an intellectual face of the Roman 
type, large nose, thin lips, black eyes and sallow complex- 
ion, has leaned over to one side to listen to the history of 
the habitations of Man. fte is looking at his nails, which 
shine like shells, and is thinking: 

"At the Embassy this morning I ate a delicious misto 
fritto, and I haven't got rid of it. Gioachimo has pulled 
my sash too tight; I wish I could get away from the table." 

The Turkish Ambassador, thick-lipped, yellow and 
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coarse, with his fez over his eyes and a poke in his neck, 
is filling Baroness Huchenard's glass and saying: 

"How disgusting in these Westerns to bring their women 
into society, when they are as dilapidated as this! I had 
rather be impaled right off than exhibit that fat creature 
as my wife." 

The Baroness is thanking His Excellence with a mincing 
smile, which covers the thought: **This Turk is a revolting 
beast." 

Nor are Madame Astier's spoken thoughts any more in 
harmony with her internal reflections. 

**I only hope Paul has not forgotten to go for grandpapa. 
It will be an effective scene when the old man comes in, 
supported on the arm of his great-grandson. Perhaps we 
may get an order out of His Highness." 

Then^ as she looks affectionately at the Duchess, she 
thinks: *^She is looking very handsome this evening. Some 
good news no doubt about the promised Embassy. Make 
the best of your time, my dear; in a month Sammy will be 
married." 

Madame Astier is not mistaken. The Grand-Duke, on 
arriving, announced to his "respected friend" the Presi- 
dent's promise to appoint D'Athis within the next few days. 
The Duchess is filled with a repressed delight, which shines 
through, as it were, and gives her a marvellous brilliance. 
To this height she has raised the man of her choice! And 
already she is making plans for removing her own estab- 
lishment to St. Petersburg, to a mansion not too far from 
the Embassy; while the Prince, with his pale sunk cheeks 
and rapt look — the look whose penetration Bismarck him- 
self could never withstand— checks upon his contemptuous 
lips the smile alike mysterious and dogmatic, compounded 
of diplomacy and learning. 

He thinks to himself: "Now Colette must make up her 
mind. She could come out there, we could be married 
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quietly at the Chapelh des Fages^ and all would be done 
and past recall before the Duchess heard of it." 

And thus many a reflection, ludicrously inappropriate to 
the occasion, passes from guest to guest under^ the same 
safe wrapper.* Here you have the pleased beatitude of 
Leonard Astier, who has this very morning received the 
order of Stanislas (second class), as a return for presenting 
to His Highness a copy of his speech with the autograph 
letter of Catherine pinned to . the first page and very in- 
geniously worked into the complimentary address. This 
letter was the great thing at the meeting, had been men- 
tioned in the papers two days running, and heard of all 
over Europe, giving to the name of Astier, to his collec- 
tion, and to his work, that astounding and disproportionate 
echo with which the press now multiplies any passing 
event. 

Now Baron Huchenard might do his best to bite, might 
mumble as he pleased in his insinuating tones, — ^*I ask 
you, my dear colleague, to observe." But no one v/ould 
listen. And the **first collector in France '> was perfectly 
aware of it. 

See what a savage look he casts at his dear colleague in 
the pauses of his scientific harangue! What venom is in 
every deeply graven hollow of his porous, pumice-stone 
face! 

Handsome Danjou is also furious, but for other reasons 
than the Baron. The Duchess has not asked his wife. 
The exclusion is painful to his feelings as a husband, a 
part of a man no less sensitive than the original ego ; and 
in spite of his wish to shine before the Grand-Duke, spick- 
and-span witticisms, which he was prepared with, will not 
go off. Another who is not comfortable is Delpech the 
chemist, whom His Highness, when he was presented, con- 
gratulated on his interpretation of his cuneiform character, 
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confounding him with his colleague of the Academic des 
Inscriptions. 

It should be said that, with the exception of Danjou, 
whose comedies are popular abroad, the Grand-Duke has 
never heard of any of the Academic celebrities introduced 
to him at this dinner, Lavaux this very morning, in con- 
cert with the Aide-de-camp, arranged a set of cards bear- 
ing each the name of a guest with the titles of his prin- 
cipal works. The fact that His Highness did not get more 
confused among the list than he did proves much presence 
of mind and an Imperial memory. 

But the evening is not over, and other stars of learning 
are about to appear. Already may be heard the muffled 
rolling of wheels and the slamming of carriages putting 
down their guests at the door. The Prince will have more 
chances yet. 

Meanwhile, in a weak, slow voice, seeking for words 
and losing half of them in his nose, His Highness is dis- 
cussing with Astier-R^hu a point of history suggested by 
the letter of Catherine II. The ewers have long com- 
pleted the round, no one is eating or drinking any more; 
no one is even breathing, for fear of interrupting the con- 
versation; all the company are in an hypnotic trance, and 
— a remarkable effect of buoyancy — are Hterally hanging 
upon the Imperial lips. 

Suddenly the august nose is silent, and Leonard Astier, 
who has made a show of resistance in order to improve 
the effect of his opponcm*s victory, throws up his arms 
like broken foils and says with an air of surrender, "Ah, 
Your Highness has mated me!" 

The charm is broken; the company feel the ground 
under them again; everyone rises in a slight flutter of ap- 
plause; the doors are thrown open; the Duchess takes the 
arm of the Grand-Duke; Mourad Bey that of" the 
Baroness, and while, with a sound of sweeping dresses 
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and chairs pushed back, the assembly files out, Firmin, 
the maitre d* hotels solemn and dignified, is privately doing 
a sum. 

''-In any other house this dinner would have been worth 
to me forty pounds : with her, you'll see, it won't be a 
dozen ;" to which he adds aloud, as if he would spit his 
anger upon Her Grace's train, **Bu-r-r! you hag!" 

**With Yourliighness' permission — my grandfather, M. 
Jean Rehu, the oldest member of the five Academies.'* 

The high notes of Madame Astier's voice ring in the 
great drawing-room, not nearly filled, though the guests 
invited to the reception have already arrived. She speaks 
very loud to make Grandpapa understand to whom he is 
being introduced, so that he may answer accordingly. Old 
Rehu looks grand, drawing up his tall figure and still car- 
rying high his little creole face darkened and cracked with 
age. 

Paul, graceful and pleasing, supports him one side, his 
granddaughter on the other. Astier-R^hu is behind. The 
family makes a sentimental group in the style of Greuze. 
It would look well on one of the light- colored tapestries 
with which the room is decorated, tapestries — a very 
strange thing to think of — scarcely older than R^hu him- 
self. 

The Grand-Duke, much affected, tries to say something 
happy, but the author of the Letters to Urania is not upon 
his cards. He gets out of it by a few vague complimentary 
phrases, in answer to which Old R6hu, supposing that he 
is being asked as usual about his age, says, ''Ninety-eight 
years in a fortnight, Sir." His next attempt does not fit 
much better with His Highness' gracious congratulations. 
^*Not since 1803, Sir; the town must be much changed." 

During the progress of this singular dialogue, Paul is 
whispering to his mother, "You may see him home if you 
like; I won't have anything more to do with him; he's in 
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an awful temper. In the carriage he was kicking me in 
the legs all the time, to work off his fidgets, he said.'^ 

The young man himself had an unpleasant ring in his 
voice this evening, and in his handsome face something 
set and hard, which his mother knew well^ and noticed im- 
mediately on coming into the room. What is the matter? 
She watched him^ trjdng to read the meaning in his light 
eyes^ which, however, harder and keener than usual, re- 
vealed nothing. 

But the ceremonious chill prevailed here no less than at 
the dinner-table. The guests kept apart in groups, the 
few ladies in a circle upon low chairs, the gentlemen 
standing or walking about with a pretence of serious con- 
versation, but obviously engaged in attracting His High- 
ness' attention. It was for His Highness that Landry, 
the musician, stood pensive by the chimney-piece, gazing 
upward with his inspired brow and his apostolic beard; and 
for him, on the other side, Delpech, the chemist, stood 
meditatively with his chin upon his hand, poring intently 
with gathered brows as if watching the precipitation of a 
compound. 

Laniboire, the philosopher, famous for his likeness to 
Pascal, was wandering round, perpetually passing before 
the sofa, where, unable to escape from Jean R^hu, sat the 
Prince. The hostess had forgotten to present him, and 
his fine nose looked longer than usual and seemed to be 
making a desperate appeal : **Cannot you see that this is 
the nose of Pascal ? " 

At the same sofa Madame Eviza was darting between 
her scarcely parted eyelids a look which asked His High- 
ness to name his own price if he would but be seen at her 
reception next Monday. Ah ! change the scene as you 
will, it is always the same performance — ^pretension, mean- 
ness, readiness to bow down, the courtier's appetite for 
self-humiliation and self-abasement. We need not decline 
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the visits of majesty; we are provided with all the proper- 
ties required for the occasion. 
. "General." 

"Your highness.** 

"I shall never be in time for the ballet.*' 

"But why are we staying, sir ? " 

'^I don't know ; there's to be a surprise when the Nuncio 
is gone." 

While these words passed in an undertone between the 
pair, they neither looked at each other nor changed a 
muscle of their ceremonial countenances. The Aide-de- 
camp had copied from his master the nasal intonation, the 
absence of gesture^ the fixed attitude on the edge" of the 
seat with the bowed arm against the side. He was rigid 
as on parade, or in the Imperial box at the Theatre Michel 

Old R^hu stood before them ; he would not sit down ; 
he was still talking, still exhibiting the dusty stores of his 
memory, the people he had known, the many fashions in 
which he had dressed. The more distant the time the 
clearer his recollection. "That is a thing I have seen," 
says he, as he pauses at the end of a story, with his eyes 
fixed, as it were, upon the flying past, and then off upon a 
fresh subject. He had been with Talma at Brunoy, he 
had been in the drawihg-room of Josephine, full of musical 
boxes and artificial humming-birds covered with jewels, 
which sang and clapped their wings. 

Out of doors on the terrace^ in the warm darkness of 
the garden^ was heard low conversation and stifled laugh- 
ter coming from the place where the cigars were visible as 
a ring of red dots. Lavaux was amusing himself by get- 
ting the young Guardsman to tell Danjou and Paul Astier 
the story of the Cardinal's hat. 

"And the lady. Count — ^the lady at the station." 

*^ Crista, quUlU etait beliaP^ said the Italian in a low 
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voice^ and added correctively, 'Uimpatica, surtaut, simpa^ 

Charming and responsive — this was the general idea of 
the ladies of Paris. He only wished he need not go back. 
The French wine had loosed his tongue, and he began 
describing his life in the Guards, the advantages of the 
profession, the hope which they all had on entering it that 
they might find a rich wife — that at one of His Holiness' 
audiences they would dazzle some wealthy English Catho- 
lic or a fanatical Spaniard come from South America to 
bring her offering to the Vatican. 

Vouniforme est zouli, comprenez; et pouis les enfortounes 
del Saint Fere, cela nous donne a nous autres ses soldats oun 
prestigio roumanesque, cavaleresque, qualque sose qui plait 
aux dames zeneralemente. 

It must be allowed that with his youthful manly face, his 
gold braid shining softly in the moonlight, and his white 
leather breeches, he did recall the heroes of Ariosto or 
Tasso. 

"Well, my dear Pepino," said fat Lavaux, in his mock- 
ing and disagreeable tone, "if you want a good match, 
here it is at your elbow." 

'*Howso? Where?" 

Paul Astier started and became attentive. The mention 
of a good match always made him fear that some one was 
stealing his. 

"The Duchess, of course. Old Padovani can't stand 
another stroke." 

"But the Prince d'Athis ? " 

"He'll never marry her." 

Lavaux was a good authority, being the friend of the 
Prince, and of the Duchess, too, for that matter : though, 
seeing that the establishment must shortly split, he stood 
on the side which he thought the safest. 
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"Go in boldly, my dear Count ; there's money, lots of 
it, and a fine connection, and a lady still well enough." 

''Crista^ quelle est bella /" said the Italian, with a sigh. 

''E sitnpaiica,^* said Danjou, with a sneer. At which 
the Guardsman^ after a moment's amazement, delighted to 
find an Academician with so much perception, exclaimed : 
''Si, sitnpatica, precisatnente ! " 

"And then," continued Lavaux^ ''if you are fond of 
dyes, and enamel and padding, you'll get it. I believe 
she's a marvel of construction, the best customer that 
Charriere has." 

He spoke out loud and quite freely, right in front of the 
dining-room. The garden door was slightly open, and 
through the crack the light fell upon the broad, red, impu- 
dent face of the parasite, and the warm air floated laden 
with the rich smell of the dinner which he had eaten and 
was then repaying in mean dirty slanders. There's for 
your truffes farcies; there's for your gelinottes, and your 
"chateaux*^ at fifteen shillings a glass. 

Danjou and he have got together on purpose to play this 
popular game of running-down; and a great deal they know 
and a great deal they tell. Lavaux serves the ball and 
Danjou returns. And the simple Guardsman, not know- 
ing how much to believe, tries to laugh, with a horrid fear 
lest the Duchess should catch them, and is much relie^^d 
when he hears his uncle calling him from the other end of 
the terrace. The Papal Embassy shuts up early, and since 
his little misfortune he has been kept strictly to hours. 

"Good night, gentlemen." 

"Good luck to you, young man." 

The Nuncio is gone; now for the surprise. 

At a signal from the Duchess, the author of Roxelane 
took his place at the piano and swept his beard over the 
keys as he struck two penetrating chords. Immediately 
at the far end of the rooms, the curtains were drawn firom 
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the door, and down the vista of biilliant appartments, trip« 
ping along on the tips of her little gilt slippers, came a 
charming brunette in the dose bodice and puffed skirts of 
the ballet, conducted at arm's length by a gloomy person 
with hair in rolls and a cadaverous countenance divided by 
a dead black moustache. 

It is D^a! D^a^ the folly of the hour, the fashiona- 
ble toy, accompanied by her instructor, Val^re, the ballet- 
master at the opera. Roxelane was taken first this even- 
ing; and the girl, warm from her triumphant performance, 
had come to give her dance again for the benefit of the 
Duchess' Imperial guest. A more delightfiil surprise his 
respected fiiend could not have devised. 

What more exquisite than to have all to yourself, close 
to yourself, and within an inch of your face, the pretty 
whirl of muslin and the panting of the fresh young breath, 
and to hear the sinews of the little creature strain like the 
sheets of a sail! 

His Highness was not alone in this opinion. The mo- 
ment the dance began, the men drew together, selfishly 
making a close ring of black coats and leaving the few 
ladies present to see what they could from outside. Even 
the Grand-Duke is hustled and shoved in the press; for as 
the dance quickens the circle narrows, till there is scarcely 
room for the movement. Men of letters and of politics, 
breathing hard, thrust their heads forward, while their 
decorations swing like cow-bells, and grinning from ear to 
ear show their watery lips and toothless jaws with grotes- 
que animal cachinnations. 

Even the Prince d'Athis stoops with less contempt for 
humanity, as he gazes upon this marvel of youth and a 
fairy grace, who with the tips of her toes takes off the 
masks of convention; and the Turk, Mourad Bey, who has 
sat the whole evening without a word in the depths of an 
armchair, is now gesticulating in the front row with op^ 
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nostrils and staring eyes. In the midst of the wild shouts 
of applause the girl springs and leaps with so harmonious 
a concealment of the muscular working of her frame, that 
her dance might seem as easy as the hovering of a dragon- 
fly, but for the few drops on her firm, rounded neck and 
the smile, forced, tense, and almost painful, at the corner 
of her mouth, which betray the exhausting effort of the 
exquisite Httle creature. 

Paul Astier, who did not care for dancing, had stayed 
on the terrace to smoke. The applause and the thin 
sounds of the piano, audible in the distance, made an ac- 
companiment to his reflections, which took shape little by 
little, even as his outward eyes, growing accustomed to the 
dark, made out by degrees in the garden the trunks of the 
trees and their quivering leaves, and far away at the end 
the delicate tracery of an old fashioned trelhs against the 
wall. 

It was so hard to succeed; one must hold on so long to 
reach the desired point, which is always close at hand and 
is always receding. Why was it that Colette seemed every 
moment on the point of falling into his arms, and yet when 
he went back, he had to begin again from the beginning? 
It looked as if in his absence some one for amusement 
pulled down his work. Who was it? It was that dead 
fellow, confound him! He ought to be at her side from 
morning to night; but how could he, with the perpetual 
necessity of running afler money? 

There came a light step, a soft sound of velvet. It was 
his mother looking for him. Why did he not come into 
the drawing-room with all the rest? She leaned over the 
balustrade beside him and wanted to know what he was 
thinking about. 

"Oh, nothing, nothing." But further pressed he came 
out with it. Well, the fact was — ^the fact was — that he had 
enough of starving. Dun^ dun, dun. One hole stopped 
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and another opened. He would not stand any more of it, 
so there! 

From the drawing room came loud exclamations and 
wild laughter, together with the expressionless voice of 
Val^re, directing the dancer in the imitation of an old-fash- 
ioned ballet figure. 

'*How much do you want?" whispered the mother, 
trembling. She had never seen him like this before. 

**Nb, it's no use; it's more than you could possibly man- 
age." 

^*How much?" she asked again. 

"A thousand." And the agent must have it to-morrow 
by five o'clock, or else he would take possession. There 
would be a sale and all sorts of horrors. Sooner than that 
— and here he ground his cigar between his teeth as he 
said the last words — ** better mate a hole in my frontis- 
piece." 

The mother had heard enough. 

''Hush! hush!" she said. **By five o'clock to-mor- 
row ? Hush ! " And she flung herself upon him, and she 
pressed her hands in agony upon his lips, as if she would 
arrest there the appalling sentence of death. 



CHAPTER VI. 

That night she could not sleep. A thousand ponnds ! 
a thousand pounds ! The words went to and fro in her 
head. Where were they to be found ? To whom could 
she apply ? There was so little time. Names and faces 
flashed before her, passing for a moment where the pale 
gleam of the night-light fell on the ceiling, only to disap- 
pear and be replaced by other names and other faces, 
which vanished as quickly in their turn. Freydet ? She 
had just made use of him. • Sammy ? Had nothing till 
he married. 

Besides, did anybody do such a thing as to borrow or 
lend a thousand pounds ? No one but a poet from the 
country. In Parisian society money never appears on the 
scene ; it is assumed that you have it and are above these 
details, like the people in genteel comedy. A breach of 
this convention would banish the transgressor from respect- 
able company. 

And while Madame Astier pursued her feverish thoughts, 
she saw beside her the round back of her husband rising 
and falling peacefully. It was one of the depressing inci- 
dents of their joint life that they had lain thus side by side 
for thirty years, having nothing in common but the bed. 
But never had the isolation of her surly bedfellow so 
strongly aroused her indignation. What was the use of 
waking him, of talking to him about the boy and his des- 
perate threat ? She knew perfectly well that he would not 

believe her, nor so much as move the big back which pro- 

(83) 
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tected his repose. She was inclined for a minute to fall 
upon him, to pummel him, and scratch him, and rouse 
him out of his selfish slumbers by shouting in his ear : 
* 'Leonard, your papers are on fire ! " 

As thethought of the papers flashed madly across her 
mind she almost leaped out of bed. She had got her 
thousand pounds ! The drawers upstairs ! How was it 
she had not thought of them before ? There she lay, con- 
tent and motionless, till day dawned and the night-light 
wept out with a sputter, arranging what she should do, 
with the look of a thief in her open eyes. 

Before the usual hour she was dressed, and all the morn- 
ing she prowled about the rooms, watching her husband. 
He talked of going out, but changed his mind, and went 
on with his sorting till breakfast. Between his study and 
the attic he went to and fro with armfuls of pamphlets, 
humming a careless tune. He had not feeling enough to 
perceive the constrained agitation which surcharged the 
air with nervous electricity and played among the furni- 
ture, in the cupboards, and upon the handles of the doors. 

He worked on undisturbed. At the table he was talka- 
tive, told idiotic stories, which his wife knew by heart, 
interminable as the process of crumbling with his knife his 
favorite cheese. Piece after piece of cheese he took, and 
still one anecdote followed another. And when the time 
came for going to the Institute, where the Dictionary Com- 
mittee was to sit before the regular meeting, how long he 
took to start! and in spite of her eagerness to get him off 
quick, what an age he spent over every little thing! 

The moment he turned the comer of the street, without 
waiting to shut the window, she darted to the serving-hatch, 
crying: 

"Corentine, call a cab, quick!" He was gone at last, 
and she flew up the little staircase to the attic. 

Crouching down to keep clear of the low ceiling she 
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began to try a bunch of keys in the lock which fastened 
the bar of the drawers. She could not fit it. She could 
. not wait. She would have forced away, without scruple, a 
side of the frame; but her fingers gave way and her nails 
broke. She wanted something to pry it with. She opened 
the drawer of the card-table: and there lay three yellow 
scrawls. They were the very things she was looking for — 
the letters of Charles V.! Such miracles do happen some- 
times! She bent down to the low-arched window to make 
sure, and read: 

^''Francois Rabelais,maitre en tauUs sciences et bonnes ieitres,'^' 

Enough! She started up, hitting her head hard as she 
did so, and was not aware of it till she was in the cab and 
on her way to the shop of the famous Bos in the Rue de 
rAbbaye, 

She had got down at the comer of the street. It is a 
short quiet thoroughfare, overshadowed by St, Germain des 
Pres and by the old red brick buildings of the School of 
Surgery. A few of the surgeons' carriages, professional 
broughams with splendid liveries, were in waiting. 
Scarcely anyone was about. Pigeons were feeding on the 
pavement, and flew away as she came to the shop opposite 
the school. It offers both books and curiosities, and 
exhibits an archaic inscription, highly appropriate to such 
a nook of old Paris: 

''BOS: ANTIQUARY AND PALEOGRAPHER?' 

The shop-front displayed something of all sorts — old 
manuscripts, ancient ledgers with mould spots on the 
edges, missals with damaged gilding, book-clasps and 
book-covers. To the upper panes were fastensd assignats^ 
old placards, plans of Paris, ballads, military franks with 
spots of blood, autographs of all ages, some verses by 
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Madame Lafargue, two letters from Chateaubriand to 
**Pertuz6, Boot-maker," names of celebrities, ancient and 
modem, at the foot of an invitation to dinner, or perhaps a 
request for money^ a complaint of poverty, a love letter, 
etc., enough to cure anyone of writing for ever. 

All the autographs were priced; and as Madame Astier 
paused for a moment before the window, she might have 
seen next to a letter of Rachel, price 12L, a letter from 
Leonard Astier-R^hu to Petit S^quard, his publisher, price 
2f . But this was not what she came for : she was trying 
to discover, behind the screen ^of green silk, the face of 
her intended customer, the master of the establishment. 
She was seized with a sudden fear: suppose he was not at 
home after all ! 

The thought of Paul waiting gave her determination, 
and she went into the dark, close dusty room. She was 
taken at once into a little closet behind, and began to ex- 
plain her business to M. Bos, who, with his large red face 
and disordered hair, looked like a speaker at a public 
meeting. A temporary difficulty — her husband did not 

like to come himself — and so But before she could 

finish her lie, M. Bos, with a '*Pray, madame, pray" — had 
produced a check on the Credit Lyonnais, and was accom- 
panying her with the utmost politeness to her cab. 

'*A very genteel person," he said to himself, much 
pleased with his acquisition, while she, as she took the 
check out of the glove into which it had been slipped, and 
looked again at the satisfactory figure, was thinking, 
"What a delighful man!" She had no remorse, not even 
the slight recoil which /Comes from the mere fact that the 
thing is done. 

A woman has not these feelings. She wears natural 
blinkers, which prevent her from seeing anything but the 
thing which she desires for the moment, and keep her 
from the reflections which at the critical moment embar- 



ONE OF THE "FORTY:' By 

rass a man. She thought at intervals, of course, of her 
husband's anger when he discovered the theft, but she saw 
it, as it were, dim in the distance. Nay, it was rather a 
satisfaction to add this to all she had gone through since 
yesterday, and say to herself, "I can bear it for my child!" 

For beneath her outward calm, her external envelope as 
a woman of Academic fashion, lay a certain thing that 
exists in all women, fashionable or not, and that thing is 
passion. It is the pedal which works the feminine instru- 
ment, not always discovered by the husband or the lover, 
but always by the son. In the dull story with no love in 
it, which makes up the life of many a woman, the 
son is the hero and the principal character. To her be- 
loved Paul, especially since he had reached manhood, 
Madame Astier owed the only genuine emotions of her 
life, the delightful anguish of the waiting, the chill in the 
pale cheeks and the heat in the hollow of the hand, the 
supernatural intuitions which, before the carriage is at the 
door, give the infallible warning that *'he comes" — things 
which she had never known even in the early years of her 
married life or in the days when people called her impru- 
dent, and her husband used to say with simplicity: 

**It's odd: I never smoke, and my wife's veils smell of 
tobacco." 

When she reached her son's, and the first pull of the 
bell was not answered, her anxiety rose to distraction. 
The little mansion showed no sign of life from the ground 
to the ornamental roof-ridge, and, in spite of its much-ad- 
mired style, had to her eyes a sinister appearance, as also 
had the adjoining lodging-house, not less architecturally 
admirable, but showing bills all along the high mullioned 
windows of its two upper stories, **ToJet; To let; To let." 

At the second pull, which produced a tremendous ring, 
Stenne, the impudent little man-servant, looking very 
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spruce in his close-fitting, sky-blue livery^ appeared at last 
at the door, rather confused and hesitating: 
**0h yes, M. Paul was in, but — but — " 
The unhappy mother, haunted ever since yesterday by 
the same horrible idea, pictured her son lying in his blood, 
crossed at a bound the passage and three steps, and burst 
breathless into the study, Paul was. standing at work 
before his desk in the bay window. One pane of the 
stained glass was open, to throw light upon the half- 
finished sketch and the box of colors, while the rest of the 
perfumed apartment was steeped in a soft, subdued glow. 
Absorbed in his work he seemed not to have heard the 
carriage stop, the bell ring twice, and a lady's dress brush 
along the passage. 
I He had, howeven but it was not his mother's shabby, 

black dress that he expected, it was not for her that he 
posed at his desk, nor for her that he had provided the 
j delicate bouquets of fine irises and tulips, or the sweet- 

' meats and elegant decanters upon the light table. 

The way in which he looked round and said, "Oh, it's 
i you," would have been significant to anyone but his 

' mother. She did not notice it, lost as she was in the de- 

light of seeing him there, perfectly well and perfectly 
dressed. She said not a word, but tearing her glove open 
she triumphantly handed him the check. 

He did not ask her where she got it, or what she had 
given for it, but put his arms round her, taking great care 
not to crumple the paper. 

'*Dear old Mum"; that was all he said, but it was 
enough for her, though her child was not as overjoyed as 
she expected, but rather embarrassed. "Where are you 
going next?" ]ie said thoughtfully, with the check in his 
hand. 

'*Where next?" she repeated, looking at him with dis- 
appointment. Why she had only just come^ and had 
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thought of spending a few minutes with him; but she could 
go if she was in the way. 

"Why, I think I shall go to the Princess'. But I am in 
no hurry; she wearies me with her everlasting lamentation 
for Herbert. When you think she has done with it, she 
takes a fresh start." 

Paul was on the point of saying something, but he did 
not. ' 

.**Well," he said, *'mamma, will you do something for 
me? I am expecting somebody. Go and cash this for 
me, and let the agent have the money in return for my 
drafts. You don't mind?" 

She did not indeed. If she went about his business she 
would seem to be with him still. While he was signing 
his name, the mother looked round the room. There were 
charming carpets and curtains, and nothing to mark the 
profession of the occupant except an X ruler in old wal- 
nut, and some casts from well-known friezes hung here 
and there. 

As she thought of her recent agony and looked at the 
elaborate bouquets and the refreshments laid by the sofa, 
it occurred to her that these were unusual preparations for 
a suicide. She smiled without any resentment. The 
naughty wretch! She only pointed with her parasol at the 
bon-bons in the box, and said: 

* 'Those are to make a hole in your — ^your — what do you 
call it?" 

He began to laugh too. 

'*0h, there's a great change si^ce yesterday. The busi- 
ness, you know, the big thing I talked to you about, is 
really coming off this time, I think." 

''Really? So is mine." 

**Eh? Ah, yes, Sammy's marriage.'^ 

Their pretty cunning eyes, both of the same hard gray, 
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but the mother's a little faded, exchanged one scrutinizing 
glance. 

* 'You'll see; we shall be rolling in riches," he said after i 

a moment, *'Now you must be going," and he hurried ! 

her gently to the door. 

That morning Paul had had a note from the Princess to 
say that she should call for him at his own house to go to 
the usual place. The usual place was the cemetery. Late- " | 

ly, there had been what Madame Astier called "a fresh ! 

start" of Herbert. Twice a week the widow went to the 
cemetery with flowers, or tapers, or articles for the chapel, 
and urged the progress of the "work. Her conjugal feeljpgs 
had broken out again. 

The fact was^ that after a long and painful hesitation be- 
tween her vanity and her love, the temptation of keeping 
her title and the fascinations of the delightful Paul — a hesi- 
tation the more painful that she confided it to no one, ex- 
cept in her journal every evening to ''poor Herbert" — 
the appointment of Sammy had finally decided her, and 
she thought it proper^ before taking a new husband; to 
complete the sepulture of the first, and have done with the 
mausoleum and the dangerous intimacy of its seductive de- 
signer. 

Paul, without understanding the flutterings of the foolish 
little soul, was amused by them, and thought them excel- 
lent symptoms which indicated the approach of the crisis. 
But the thing dragged, and he was in a hurry; it was time 
to hasten the conclusion and profit by Colette's visit, which 
had been long proposed, but long deferred — the Princess, 
though curious to see the young man's lodgings^ being ap- 
parently afi-aid to meet him in a place much more private 
than her own house or her carriage, where there were al- 
ways the servants to see. 

Not that he had ever been over-bold; he only seemed 
to surround her with his presence. But she was afraid of 
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herself, her opinion coinciding with that of the young man, 
who, being an experienced general in such matters, had 
classed her at once as one of the "open towns." It was 
his name for the sort of fashionable women who, in spite 
of a high and apparently tm assail able position — ^in spite of 
a great apparatus of defences in every direction, are in 
reality to be carried by a bold attack. 

He did not intend now to make the regular assault, but 
only a smart approach or so of warm flirtation, sufficient 
to set a mark upon his prey without hurting her dignity, 
and to signify the final expropriation of the deceased. The 
marriage and the million would follow in due time. 

Such was the happy dream which Madame Astier had 
interrupted. He was pursuing it still, at the same desk 
and in the same contemplative attitude, when the whole 
house resounded with another ring at the bell, followed, 
however, only by conversation at the front door. 

'*What is it?" said Paul impatiently, as he came out 

The voice of a footman, whose tall, black figure was con- 
spicuous in the doorway against a background of splashing 
rain, answered from the steps, with respectful insolence, 
that my lady was waiting for him in the carriage. Paul, 
though choking with rage, managed to get out the words: 

**I am coming." 

But what hcrrid cursed he muttered under his breath! 
The dead fellow again! Sure enough, it was the remem- 
brance of him that kept her away. But after a few seconds 
the hope of avenging himself before long in a highly amus- 
ing way enabled him so far to recover countenance, that 
when he joined the princess he was as cool as ever, and 
showed nothing of his anger but a little extra paleness in 
the cheek. 

It was warm in the brougham, the windows having been 
put up because of the shower. Huge bouquets of violets 
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and wreaths as heavy as pies loaded the cushions round 
Madame de Rosen and filled her lap. 

*'Are the flowers unpleasant? Shall I put the window 
down?" said she, with the cajoling manner which a woman 
puts on when she has played you a trick and wants to avoid 
a quarrel over it, Paul's gesture expressed a dignified 
indifference. It was nothing to him whether the window 
was put down or put up. The Princess, whose deep veil, 
still worn on such occasions as the present, concealed a 
blooming face, felt more imcomfortable than if he had 
reproached her openly. Poor young man! She was treat- 
ing him so cruelly — so much more cruelly than he knew! 
She laid her hand gently upon his, and said^ *'You are not 
angry with me?" 

He? Not at all. Why should he be angry with her. 

"For not coming in. I did say I would, but at the last 
moment I — I did not think I should hurt you so much." 

"You hurt me very much indeed," 

When a gentleman of severely correct deportment is 
betrayed ipto a word or two of emotion, oh, what an 
impression they make upon the female heart! They affect 
her almost as much as the tears of an officer in uniform. 

**No,no," she said, "please, please do not distress your 
self any more about me. Please say that you are not 
angry now." 

As she spoke she leaned quite 'close to him, letting her 
flowers slip down. She felt quite safe with two broad 
black backs and two black cockades visible on the box 
under a large umbrella. 

"Look," she went on; "I promise you to come once — 
at least once — ^before ^'.* but here she stopped in dis- 
may. Carried away by her feelings, she was on the point 
of telling him that they were soon to part, and that she was 
going to St. Petersburg, and recovering herself in a 
moment, she declared emphatically that she would call 
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unannounced some afternoon when she was not going to 
visit the mausoleum. 

"But you go there every afternoon," he ,said, with 
clenched teeth and such a queer accent of suppressed indig- 
nation that a smile played beneath the widow's veil; and 
to make a diversion she put down the window. The 
shower was over. The brougham had turned into a poor 
quarter, where the street in its squalid gaiety seemed to 
feel that the worst of the year was past, as the sun, almost 
hot enough for summer, lighted up the wretched shops, 
the barrows at the gutter's edge, the flaring placards, and 
the rags that fluttered in the windows. 

The Princess looked out upon all this with indifference. 
Such trivialities are non-existent for people accustomed to 
see them from the cushions of their carriage at an elevation 
of two feet from the road. The comfort of the springs 
and the protection of the glass have a peculiar influence 
upon the eyes, which take no interest in things below their 
level. , 

Madame de Rosen was thinking, '* How he loves me! 
And how nice he is!" The other suitor was of course 
more dignified, but it would have been much pleasanter 
with this one. Oh, dear! The happiest life is but a ser- 
vice incomplete, and never a perfect set! 

By this time they were nearing the cemetery. On both 
sides of the road were stonemasons' yards, in which the 
hard white of slabs, images, and crosses mingled with the 
gold of immortelles and the black or white beads of wreaths 
and memorials. 

"And what about V^drine's statue? Which way do we 
decide?" he asked abruptly, in the tone of a man who 
means to confine himself to business. 

"Well, really — " she began. "But, oh, dear, oh, dear, I 
shall hurt your feelings again?" 

"My feelings! how so?" 
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The day before they had been to make a last inspection 
of the knight, before he was sent to the foundry. At a 
previous visit the princess had received a disagreeable 
impression, not so much from V^drine's work, which she 
scarcely looked at, as from the strange studio with trees 
growing in it, with lizards running about the walls, and all 
, around it roofless ruins, suggesting recollections of the 
incendiary mob. But from the second visit the poor little 
woman had come back literally ill. "My dear, it is the 
horror of horrors!** 

Such was her real opinion, as given the same evening to 
Madame Astier. But she did not dare say so to Paul, 
knowing that he was a friend of the sculptor, and also 
because V^drine is one of the two or three which the fash- 
ionable world has chosen to honor in spite of its natural 
and implanted tastes, and regards with an irrational admir- 
ation by way of pretending to artistic originality. That 
the coarse rude figure should not be put on dear Herbert's 
tomb she was determined, but she was at a loss for a pre- 
sentable reason. 

"Really, Monsieur Paul, between ourselves — of course 
it is a splendid work — a fine Vedrine — but you must allow 
that it is a little /rwA?." 

"Well, but for a tomb '* suggested Paul. 

"And then, if you wiU not mind, there is this." With 
much hesitation she came to the point. Really, you know, 
a man upon a camp bedstead with nothing on! Really she 
did not think it fit. It might be taken for a portrait! "And 
just think of poor Herbert, the correctest of men! What 
would it look like?" 

"There is a good deal in that"' said Paul gravely, and 
he threw his friend Vedrine overboard with as little concern 
as a litter of kittens. "After all, if you do not like the 
figure, we cair substitute another, or put none at all. It 
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would have a more striking effect. The tent empty; the 
bed ready, and no one to lie on it?" 

The Princess, whose chief satisfaction was that the shirt- 
less ruffian would not be seen there, exclaimed: 

*'0h, how glad I am! how nice of you! I don't mind 
telling you now, that I cried over it all night!" 

As usual, when they stopped at the entrance gate, the 
footman took the wreaths and followed some way behind, 
while Colette and Paul climbed up a path made soft by the 
recent showers. She leaned upon his arm, and from time 
to time '*hoped that she did not tire him." 

He shook his head with a sad smile. There were few 
people in the cemetery. A gardener and a keeper recog- 
nized the familiar figure of the Princess with a respectful 
bow. But when they had left the avenue and passed the 
" upper terraces, it was all solitude and shade. Besides the 
birds in the trees, they heard only the grinding of the saw 
and the metallic clink of the chisel, sounds perpetual in 
P^re-Lachaise, as in some city always in process of build 
ing and never finished. 

Two or three times Madame de Rosen had seen her 
companion glance with displeasure at the tall lackey in his 
long, black overcoat and cockade, whose funereal figure 
now as ever formed part of the love-scene. Eager on this 
occasion to please him, she stopped, saying, **Wait a 
minute," took the flowers, dismissed the servant, and they 
went on all alone along the winding walk. But in spite of 
this kindness, Paul's brow did not relax; and, as he had 
. hung upon his free arm three or four rings of violets, im- 
mortelles and lilac, he felt more angry with the deceased 
than ever. '*You shall pay me for this," was his savage 
reflection. 

She, on the contrary, felt singularly happy, in that vivid 
consciousness of life and health which comes upon us in 
places of death. Perhaps it was the warmth of the day. 
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the perfume of the flowers, mixing their fragrance with the 
stronger scent of the yews and the box- trees and the moist 
earth steaming in the sun; and with another, yet acrid, 
faint, and penetrating scent, which she knew well, but 
which, to-day, instead of revolting her senses as usual, 
seemed rather to intoxicate them. 

Suddenly a shiver passed over her. The hand which lay 
on the young man's arm was suddenly grasped in his, 
grasped with force and held tight, held as it were in an em- 
brace, and the little hand dared not take itself away. The 
fingers of his hand were trying to get between the delicate 
fingers of hers and take possession of them altogether. 
Hers resisted, trpng to clench itself in the glove by way of 
refusal. All the time they went on walking, arm in arm, 
neither speaking nor looking, but much moved — resistance, . 
according to the natural law, exciting the relative desire. 

At last came the surrender; the little hand opened, and 
their fingers joined in a clasp which parted their gloves, for 
one exquisite moment of full avowal and complete posses- 
sion. The next moment the woman's pride awoke. She 
wanted to speak, to show that she was mistress of herself, 
that she had no part in what was done, or knowledge of it 
at all. Finding nothing to say, she read aloud the epitaph 
on the tomb lying flat among the weeds, "Augusta, 1847," 
and he continued, under his breath, ^*A love-story, no 
doubt." Overhead the thrushes and finches uttered their 
strident notes, not unlike the sounds of the stone-cutting, 
which were heard uninterruptedly in the distance. 

They were now entering "Division 20," the part of the 
cemetery which may be called its "old town," where the 
paths are narrower, the trees higRer, the tombs closer to- 
gether — a confused mass of ironwork, pillars, Greek 
temples, pyramids, angels, genii, busts, wings open and 
wings folded. The tombs were various as the lives now 
hidden beneath— commonplace, odd, original, simple. 
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forced, pretentious, modest. In some tbe floor-stones 
were freshly cleaned and loaded with ilower», memorials, 
and miniature gardens of a Chinese elegance in littleness. 
In others the mossy slabs were mouldering or parting, and 
were covered with brambles and high weeds. 

But all bore welUknown names, names distinj6lly 
Parisiim, names of lawyers, judges^ merchants of eminenee, 
and ranged here in rows as in the haunts of business and 
trade. There were even double names, standing for 
family partnerships in capital and connection, substantial 
signatures, known no more to the directory or the bank 
ledger^ but united for ever upon the tomb. 

And Madame de Rosen remarked them with the same 
tone of surprise, almost of pleasure, with whicH she w^idd 
have bowed to a carriage in the Park^ *' Ah! the So-amd* 
So's! Mario? was that the singer?" and so forth; all by 
way of seeming not to know that their hands were clasped. 

But presently the door of a tomb near them creaked, and 
there appeared a large lady in black, with a round fresh 
face. She carried a little watering-pot, and was putting to 
rights the flower-beds, oratory, and tomb generally, as 
calmly as if she had been in a summer-house. She nodded 
to them across the inclosure with a kindly smile of un- 
selfish good will, which seemed to say, "Use your time, 
happy lovers; life is shorty and nothing is good but love." 

A feeling of embarrassment unloosed their hands. The 
spell was broken, and the Princess, with a sort of shame, 
led the way across the tombs, taking the quickest and 
shortest line to reach the mausoleum of the Prince. 

It stood on the highest ground in "Division 20," upon a 
large level of lawn and flowers^ inclosed by a low rich rail 
of wrought iron in the style of the Scaliger tombs at 
Verona. Its general appearance was designedly roughs 
and fairly realized the conception of an antique tent with 
its coarse folds, the red of the Dalmatian granite giving the 
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color of the bark in which the ciinvass had been steeped. 
At the top of three broad steps of granite was the entrance, 
flanked with pedeistals and high funereal tripods of bronze 
blackened witii a sort of lacquer. Above the Rosen arms 
upon a large scutcheon, also of bronze, the shield of the 
good knight who slept within the tent. 

Eiitering the inclosure, they laid the wreaths, here and 
there, on the pedestals and on the slanted projections, re- 
presenting huge teiit-pegs, at the edge of the base. The 
Princess went to the far end of the interior, where in the 
darkness before the altar shbne the silver ifringes of two 
kneeling-desks, and the old gold of a Gotliic cross and 
massive candlesticks, and there fell upon her knees — a 
good place to pray in, among the cool'slabs, the panels of 
black marble glittering with the name and full titles of the 
dead, and the inscriptions from Ecclesiastes or the Song of 
Songs. '' '' 

But the Princess could find only a few indistinct words, 
confused with profane thoughts^ which made her ashamed. 
She rose and busied herself with the flower-stands, retiring 
gradually far enough to judge of the effect of the sarcoph- 
agus or bed. The cushion of black bronze, with silver 
monogram, was already in its place, and slie thought the 
hard couch with nothing upon it had a fine and simple 
effect. 

But she wanted the c^inion of Paid^ who could be heard 
p9£ing'the gravel as he waited without. Mentally approv- 
ing his delicacy^ sbe was on the point of calling him in, 
when the interior grew dark, and on the trefoil lights of the 
lantern was heard the patter of another shower. Twice 
she called him^ but he did not move ixovx the pedestal, 
wh^e he sat exposed to the rain, and without speaking de- 
clined her invitation.. 

"Come in," she said, ''come in.** 
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Still he stayed, saying rapidly and low, '^I do not want 
to come. You love him so." 

"Come,*' she said, "please come/' and taking his hand 
she drew him to the entrance. Step by step the splashing 
of the rain made them draw back as far as the sarcophagus, 
and there, half sitting, half standing, they remained side by 
by side, contemplating beneath the low clouds the **old 
town" of the dead, which sloped away at their feet with its 
crowding throng of pinnacles and gray figures and humbler* 
stones^ which rose like Druid architecture from the bright 
green. No birds were audible^ no sound of tools, nothing 
but the water running away on all sides, and from the can- 
vass cover of a half-finished monument the monotonous 
voices of two artisans discussing their worries. The rain 
without made it all the warmer within, and with the strong 
aroma of the flowers mingled still that other inseparable 
scent. 

The Princess had raised her veil, feeling the same op- 
pression and dryness of the niouth that she had felt on the 
way up. Speechless and motionless, the pair seemed so 
much a part of the tomb, that a little brown bird came 
hoppling in to shake its feathers and pick a worm between 
the slabs. 

''It's a nightingale,"' murmured Paul in the overpower- 
ing stillness. She tried ^6 say, "Do they sing in this 
month?" 

But he had taken her in his arms; he had set her be- 
tween his knees at the edge of the granite couch, and put- 
ting her head back, pressed upon her half-open lips along, 
long kiss, passionately returned. "Because love is more 
strong than death," said the" inscription from the Canticle, 
-written above them upon the rnarble wall. * 

When the Princess reached her housed where Madame 
Astier was awaiting her return, she fiad a long cry in the 
arms of her friend, a 'refuge unhappily not more trust- 
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worthy than those of her friend's son. It was a burst of 
lamentation and broken words. 

*'0h, my dear, oh my dear, how miserable I am! If 
you knew," she said, ''if you only knew!" 

She felt with despair the hopeless difficulty of the situation, 
her hand solemnly promised to the Prince d'Athis, and 
her affections just plighted to the enchanter of the tombs, 
whom she berated from the depths of her soul. And, most 
distressing of all, she could not confide her weakness to 
her affectionate friend, being sure that the moment she 
opened her lips, the mother would side with her son 
against/* Sammy," with love against prudence, and per- 
haps even compel her to the intolerable degradation of 
marrying a commoner. 

*'The.re then, there then," said Madame Astier, un- 
affected by the torrent of grief. "You are come from the 
cemetery, I suppose, where you have been working up 
your feelings again. But you know, dear, there must be 
an end to ArtemisiaP' 

She understood the woman's weak vanity, and insisted 
on the absurdity of this interminable mourning, ridiculous 
in the eyes of the world, and at all events injurious to her 
beauty. ■. And after all, it was not a question of a second 
love-match! What was proposed was no more than an 
alliance betir£ren two names and titles equally noble, 
Herbert himself, if he saw her from heaven, must be con- 
tent. 

'*He did understand things, certainly, poor dear," sighed 
Colette de Rosen, whose maiden naipe was Sauvadon. 
She was set on becoming "Madame PAmbassadrice/' and 
still more on remaining "Madame la Princesse." 

"Look, dear, will you have a piece of good advice t 
You just run away. Sammy will start in a week. Do not 
wait for him. Take Lavaux. He knows St. Petersburg, 
and will settle ybu there meanwhile. And there will be 
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this advantage, that you will escape a painful scene with 
the Duchess. A Corsican, you know, is capable of any- 
thing." 

**Ye-es, perhaps — I had better — ^go," stuttered Madame 
de Rosen^ to whom the chief merit* of the p an was that 
she would avoid any fresh attack, and put distance 
between her and the folly of the afternoon. 

*^s it the tombV asked Madame Astier, seeing her hes- 
itation. ''Is that it? Why, Paul will finish it very well 
without you. Come^ pet, no more tears. You may water 
your beauty, but you must not over-water it." 

As she went away in the fading light to wait for her 
omnibus, the good lady said to herself: 

''Oh, dear, d'Athis will never know what his marriage is 
costing me!'* And here her feeling of weariness, her long- 
ing for a good rest after so many trials, reminded her sud- 
denly that the most trying of all was to come, the discov- 
ery and confession at home. She had not yet had time to 
think about it, and now she was going fast towards it, 
nearer and nearer with every tiim of the heavy wheels. 
The very anticipation made her shudder. It was not fear; 
but the frantic outcries of Astier-R^hu, his big, rough voice, 
the answer that must be given, and then the inevitable 
reappearance of his trunk — oh, what a weariness it would 
be! Could it not be put off till to-morrow? She was 
tempted not to confess at one, but to turn suspicion upon 
some one else, upon Teyss^dre for instance, till the next 
morning. She would at least get a quiet night. 

**Ah, here is Madame! Something has happened," cried 
Corentine, as she ran to the door in a fluster, excitement 
making more conspicuous than usual the marks of her 
smallpox. 

Madame Astier made straight for her own room; but the 
door of the study opened, and a peremptory "Adelaide" 
compelled her to go in. The rays of the lamp-globe 
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showed her that the face of her husband had a strange 
expression. He took her by the two hands and drew her 
into the light. 

Then in a quivering voice he said: 

^'^Loissillon is dead,'' and he kissed her on both cheeks. 

Not found out! No, not yet He had not even gone 
up to his papers;' but had been pacing his study for twu 
hours, eager to see her aiid tell her this great news, these 
three words which made a total change in their life: 

''Loissillon is dead!" 



CHAPTER VII. 

Milt. Germaine de Freydet, 

Clos'/alianges. 

My Dearest Sister: — ^Your letters distress me very 
much. I know you are lonely and ill, and feel my absence; 
but what am I to do? Remember my master's advice 
'*show yourself and be seen." It is not, as you may sup- 
pose, at Clas JaiiangeSy that I could get on with my can- 
didature, in my tweed suit and leggings. I cannot but 
feel that the time is near. 

Loissillon issinking visibly, dying by inches; and I am 
using the time to nu^ke friendship as among the Academ- 
icians, which mi^y mean votes hereafter. Astier has 
already introduced me to several oi them. I often go to 
fetch him after the ^meetings. It is glorious to see them 
come out of the Institute, almost all laden with years as 
with honors, and wa^k away arm-in-atm in groups of three 
or four, bright and hscppy, talkmg loud and filling the pave- 
ment, their eyes still wet after the hearty laughs they have 
ha4 within. 

"Pailleron is very smart," says one. 

*'But Danjou gave it to him back," says another. 

As for me, I fasten on the arm of Astier-R^hu and, 
ranked with the deities, seem almost a deity myself. One 
by one at this or that bridge the groups break up. 

'*See you next Thursday," is the last word. 

And I go back to the Jiue de Beaune with my master, 
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who gives me encouragement and advice^ and in the con. 
fid^nce of success says^ with his frank laugh: 

"Look at me, Freydet; I am twenty years younger after 
a meeting!" 

I really believe the dome does keep them fresh. Where 
is there another old man as hale and hearty as Jean R^hu, 
whose ninety-eighth birthday we. celebrated yesterday 
evening by a dinner at Voisin's? Lavaux suggested it, 
and it cost me jLAt^^ it gave me an opportunity of count- 
ing' niy men. We were twenty-five at table, all Academ- 
icians, except Picheral, Lavaux and myself. I have the 
votes of seventeen or eighteen; the rest are uncertain, but 
well disposed. Dinner very well served, and very chatty. 

By the way, I have asked LaVaux to come to Chs' Jal- 
langes for his holiday. He is librarian of the Biblioth^que 
Mazarine. He shall have the large room in the wing, 
looking out on the pheasants. I don't think highly of his 
character, but I must have him; he is the Duchess' 
**zebra!" Did I tell you that a zebra in 'litdies' language 
is a bachelor friend; unoccupied, discreet and quick; who 
is kept always at hand for errands and niissions too deli- 
cate to be trusted to a servant? 

In the intervals of his diplomacy, z^ young zebra may 
sometimes get particular gratifications, but as a rule the 
animal is tame and wants little, content with small promo- 
tion, a place at the bottom of the table, and the honor of 
showing his paces before the lady and her friends. Lavaux, 
I fancy, has made his place profitable in other ways. He 
is so clever and, in spite of his easy manner, much to be 
dreaded. He knows, as he says, "the servants' hall" of 
two establishments, literature and politics, and he shows 
me the holes and pitfalls of which the road to the Institute 
is full. 

Astier, my master, does not know them to this day. In 
his grand simplicity he has climbed straight up, unaware 



ONE OF THE ''FORTY?' 105 

of danger, with his eyes upon the dome, confident in his 
strength and his labor. A hundred times he would have 
broken his neck, if his wife, the cleverest of clever women, 
had not guided him unperceived. 

It was Lavaux who dissuaded me from publishing 
between this and the next vacancy my ''•Thoughts of a 
Rustic:' 

*'No, no," said he to me, *'you have done enough. 
You might even let it be understood that you will not 
write any more. Your work is over, and you are a gentle- 
man at large. The Academic loves that.'* 

I put that with the valuable hint from Picheral: 

•*Do not take your books to them." 

The fewer your works, you se6, the better your claim. 
Picheral has much influence; he, too^ must visit us this 
summer. Put him on the second floor, in what was the 
box-room, or somewhere. Poor Germaine, it is a great 
bother for you, and ill as you are! But where's the help? 
It is bad enough not to have a house in town for the win- 
ter and give parties, like Dalzon, Moser, and all of my 
competitors. Now, please do take care of yourself and 
get well. 

To go back 10 my dinner party. There was naturally 
much talk of the Acad^mie, its elections and duties, its 
merits and demerits in public estimation. The * 'del ties" 
hold that those who run down the institution are all, with- 
out exception, poOr creatures who cannot get in. For the 
strong apparent instances to the contrary, there was a 
reason in each case. 

I ventured to mention the great name of Balzac^ a man 
from our country. But the playwright, Desmini^res, who 
used to manage the amateur theatricals at Compi^gne, 
burst out with: 

'•Balzac! But did you know him? Do you know, sir, 
the sort of man he was? An utter Bohemian! A man, 
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sir, who never had a guinea in his pocket! I had it from 
his friend, Fr6d6ric Lemaitre. Never one guinea! And 
you would have had the Acad&nie *' 

Here old Jean R6hu, having his trumpet to his ear, got 
the notion that we were talking of "tallies/' and told us. 
the fine story of his friend Suard coming to the Academic 
on January 21, 1793, the day the king was executed, and 
availing himself of the absence of his colleagues to sweep 
off an the fees for the meeting. 

He tells a story well — does the old gentleman — with his 
''that's a thing I have seen" — and but for his deafness 
would be a brilliant talker. When I proposed his health, 
with a few complimentary verses on his marvellous youth, 
the old fellow in a gracious reply called me his dear col- 
league. My master Astier corrected him — "future col- 
league." Laughter and applause. 

"Future colleague" was the title which they all gave me 
as they said good-bye, shaking my hand with a significant 
pressure, and adding: 

'*We shall meet before long," or *'See you soon,'* in ref- 
erence to my expected call. 

It is not a pleasant process, paying these calls, but 
everyone goes through it. Astier-R^hu told me, as we 
came away from the dinner, that when he was elected old 
Dufaure let him come ten times without seeing him. Well, 
he would not give up, and the eleventh time the door was 
thrown open. Nothing like persistence. 

In truth, if Ripault-Babin or Loisillon died (they are 
both in danger, but even now I have most hopes of Ri- 
pault-Babin), my only serious competitor would be Dalzon. 
He has talent and wealth, stands well with the ''dukes," 
and his cellar is capital; the only thing against him is a 
youthful peccadillo lately discovered, " Without tJu Veily'* 
a poem of 600 lines printed "at Eropolis," anonymously, 
and utterly outrageous. 
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They say that he has bought up and suppressed the 
whole edition, but there are still some copies in circulation 
with signature and dedication. Poor Dalzon contradicts 
the story and makes a desperate fight. The Academic 
reserves judgment pending the inquiry. That is why my 
excellent master said to me gravely one evening without 
giving reasons: 

'*I shall not vote again for M. Dalzon." 

The Acad^mie is a dub, that is the important thing to 
remember. You cannot go in widiout proper dress and 
clean hands. For all that, I have too much gallantry and 
too much respect for my opponent to make use of such 
concealed weapons; and Fage, the bookbinder in the Caur 
des Comptes, the strange little humpback whom I some* 
times meet in V^drine's studio— Fage, I say, who has 
much acquaintance ^ith the curiosities of bibliography, got 
a good snub when he offered me one of the signed copies 
of '' WWwut the Veil:' 

"Then it will go to M. Moser," was his calm reply. 

Talking of V6drine, I am in an awkward position. In 
the warmth of our first few meetings I made him promise 
to bring his family" to stay with us in the country. But 
how can we have him along with people like Astier and 
I^ivaux, who detest him? He is so uncivilized, and is 
such an oddity! 

Just imagine! He is by descent Marquis de V^drine, 
but even dt school he suppressed ih ; title and the ^'de?* 
additions coveted by most people in this democratic age, 
when everything else may be got. And what is the reason? 
Because, do you see, he wants to be liked for his own 
sake! Thfe latest of him is that the Princess de Rosen 
will not -tat e the knight which he has done for the Prince's 
tdmb. It was mentioned every minute in the family, where 
money is not plenty. 
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"When we have sold the knight, I am to have a clock- 
work horse,'* said the boy. 

The poor mother, too, counted upon the knight for re- 
furnishing her empty presses, while to V^drine himself^ the 
price of the master-piece meant just three months' holi- 
day in a Nile-boat. Well! the knight not sold, or to be 
paid for heaven knows when, after a lawsuit and a valua- 
tion, if you fancy they are thrown out by that, you are 
much mistaken. 

When I got to the Cour des Comptes, the day after the 
disappointment, I found friend V^drine planted before an 
easel, absorbed in pleasure, sketching upon a large can- 
vass the curious wild vegetation on the burnt building. 
Behind him were his wife and son in ecstasy, and Madame 
V^drine, with the little girl in her arms, said to me in a 
serious undertone: 

**We are so happy; Monsieur V^drine has at last got to 
oils." 

Is it not laughable? It is touching, is it not? 

This piecemeal letter, dear, will show you in what a 
bustle, and fever I am, since I have been working at my 
candidature. I go here and go there, to *'at homes," to 
dinnner parties, and evening parties. I am even supposed 
to be "zebra" to good Madame Ancelin, because I am 
constant. at her drawing-room on Fridays, and on Tuesday 
evenings in her box at the Fran9ais. A very countri- 
fied "zebra," I am sur^^ in:;&pite.ofi.the<rhanges Ihavehad 
made^to give myself a graver, aad. more fashionable ap- 
pearance. , You mu^^ look, for^a surprise when I come 
back. .. .^ . • ;.: r. ;> 

Last Monday there was a select party at :tjie Duchess 
Padovani's,' where I hadtUie honor to be presented to the 
Grand-Duk^ L^opoW, Hig Highness complim^ted me 
on my last book, and all my books, which J>e knows as 
well as I do, It is marvellous what foreigners do know. 



ONE OF THE ''FORTY:' 109 

But it is at the Astier's that I am most comfortable. It is 
such a primitive, simple, united family. 

One day, after breakfast, there arrived a new Academic 
coat for the master, and we tried it on together. I say 
"we," for he wanted to see^ how the palm leaves looked 
upon me. I put on the coat, hat and sword^ a real sword, 
my dear, which comes out, and has a groove in the middle 
for the blood to run away; and I assiu'e you that I was 
struck with my appearance; but this I tell you only to show 
the intimacy of this invaluable friendship. 

When I come back to my peaceful^ if narrow, quarters, 
if it is tot) late to write to you, I always do a little count- 
ing. On the full list of the Acad6miel tick those of whom 
I am sure, and those who stand by Dalzon. Then I do 
various sums in subtraction and addition. It is an excel- 
lent amusement, as you will see when I show you. 

As I was telling you, Dalzon has the ''dukes/' but the 
writer of the *' House of Orleans,:'^ 'SHho is received at 
Chantilfyy is to introduce me there before long. If I get 
on there — and with this object I am diligently studying a 
certain engagement at Rocroy; so you see your brother is 
becoming deep— well, if I get on, the author or " Without 
the Veil, printed at Eropolis^' loses his strongest support. 

As for my opinions^ I do not disavow them. I am a 
Republican, but not an rabid one^ and more particularly I 
am a candidate. 

Immediately after this little expedition, I quite expect 
to come back to my daring Germaine, who will, I do hope, 
bear up and think of the happiness of the trimnph! We 
will do it, dear! We will get into the "goose's garden," 
as it is called by that Bohemian V6drine; but we shall need 
endurance. 

Your loving brother, 

Abel de Frevdet. 
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I have opened my letter again to say that the morning 
papers announce the death of Loisillon. The stroke of 
fate is always affecting, even when fully expected. What a 
sad event! What a loss to French literature! And unhap- 
pily, dear, it will keep me here still longer. Please pay 
the laborers. More news soon. 



CHAPTER VHL 

Desdnj had willed that, fortunate always, Loisillon 
should be fortunate in dying at the right moment^ .;; A week 
later, when houses were closed, society broken up, the 
Chamber and the Institute not sittng^ his funeral train 
would have been composed of Academicians attentive to 
their tallies, followed only by deputies from the numerous 
societies of which he T;as Secretary or President. 

But business-like to the last and after, he went off. to 
the moment, just before the Grand Frix, Choosing a week 
entirely blank, when, as there was no crime, pr duel, or 
interesting lawsuit, or political event, the sensational obser 
quies of the Permanent Secretary would be the only 
pastime of the town. 

The funeral mass was to be at • la oldock, and long 
before that hour an immense crowd was gathering round 
St Germain des Pres, The traffic was.stopped, and no 
carnages but those of personsanvited wereallowed to pass 
within the ropes, strictly. kq)t by a line of policemen 
posted at intervals. 

Who Loisilk)n was, what he had done in his seventy 
years' sojourn among mankind, what was the meaning of 
the capital letters embroidered in silver on 'the funeral 
drapery, was known to but few in the ax>wd. 
' The one thing which struck them was the arrangement 
of the protecting line, and the large space left to the dead; 
distance, room and emptiness being the constant symbols 
of respect and greatness. It had been understood that 
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ther^ woi^ 43e a chance of seeing actresses and persons 
of :|iotoriety,^and the cockneys at a distance were putting 
names to ttifyfi^ faces they recognized among the groups con- 
veisBiiig iw fr&nt of the church. 

There, unda: the black-draped porch, was the place for 
hearing the true funtral oration on Loisillon, quite other 
than that which was to be delivered presently at Mont 
Pamasscy and the true article on the man and his work^ 
very different from the notices ready for to-morrow's 
newspapers. His work was a '^Journey in Val d'Andarre,^^ 
and two reports published at the National Press^ relating 
to the time when he was Superintendent of the Beaux- 
Arts. 

The man was a sort of shrewd attorney, creeping and 
cringing, with a permanent bow and an apologetic attitude, 
which seened t6 ask your pardon for his decorations, your 
pardon for his insignia, your pardon for his place in the 
Academie^-^where his experience a^ a man of business was 
useftil in fusing together a number of different elements, 
with none of which he could well have been classed-*-your 
pardon for the amazing success which had raised so high 
such a worthless., winged grub. It was remembered that 
at an official dinner he had said of himself complacently, 
as he bustled round the table with a napkin on his arm, 
**What an excellent servant I should have made!" 

And it might have been written on his tomb. 

And while they moralized upon the nothingness of his 
life, his corpse, the remains of nothing, was receiving the 
honors of death. Carriage after carriage drew up at the 
church; liveries brown and liveries blue came and disap- 
peared; long-frocked footmen bowed to the pavement with 
a pompous banging of the doors and steps; the grou|5is 
ot journalists respectfully made way, now for the Duchess 
Padovani, stately and proud, now for Madame Ancelin, 
blooming in her crape, now for Madame Eviza; whose 
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Jewish eyes shone through her veil with blaze enough to 
attract a constable — the ladies of the Academic assembled* 
in full congregation to practice their worship, not so much 
by service to the memory of Loisillon, as by contempla- 
tion of their living idols, the **deities'' made and fashioned 
by the cunning of their little hands, the work upon which, 
as women, they had employed the superabundance of their 
energy, artfulness, ambition, and pride. 

Some actresses had come too, on the pretext that the 
deceased had been the president of some sort of Actors' 
Orphanage, but moved in reality by that astonishing pas- 
sion for appearing everywhere which belongs so their class. 
Their expressions of woe were such that Uiey might have 
been taken for near relations. A carriage, suddenly 
drawing up, set down, a distracted group of black veils 
whose sorrow was distressing to witness. 

The widow at last? 

No, it is Marguerite Oger, the great sensational actress, 
whose appearance excites all round the square a prolonged 
stir and much pushmg about. From the porch, a jour- 
nalist ran forward to meet her, and taking her hands be- 
sought her to bear up. 

"Yes," she said, **I ought to be calm; I will.'^ 

Whereupon, drying her tears and forcing them back 
with her handkerchief, she entered^ or it should rather be 
said "went on," into the darkness of the nave, with its 
background of glimmering tapers, fell down before a desk 
on the ladies' side in a prostration of self-abandonment, 
and rising with a sorrowful air, said to another actress at 
her side: 

^*How much did they take at the Vaudeville last night?" 

"168/. i8j.," answered her friend, with the same accent 
of grief. 
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Lost in the crowd at the edge of the square, Abel de 
Freydet heard the people round him say: 

**It's Marguerite. How well she went in!" 

But being a small man, he was trying in vain to make 
his way, when a hand was laid upon his shoulder. 

" What, still in Paris? It must be a trial for your 
poor sister," said V6drine, as he carried him along. 

Working his way with his strong elbows through the 
stream of people who only came up to his shoulder, and 
saying occasionally: 

* 'Excuse me, gentlemen — ^members of the family," he 
brought to the front with him his country friend, who, 
though delighted at the meeting, felt some eipbarrassment, 
as the sculptor talked after his fashion, freely and audibly. 

"Bless me, what luck Loisillon has ! Why there weren't 
more people for B^ranger. This is the sort of thing to 
keep a young man's eagerness keen." 

Here Freydet, seeing the hearse approaching, took off 
his hat. 

*'Good gracious, what have you done to your head? 
Turn round. Why you look like Louis-Phillippe!" 

The poet's moustache was turned down, his hair brushed 
forward, and his pleasant face showed its complexion of 
ruddy brown between whiskers touched with gray. He 
drew up his short figure with a stiff dignity, whereat 
V6drine laughingly said : 

'*Ah, I see. Made up for the grandees at Chantillyf 
So you are still bent upon the Acad^mie! Why, just look 
at the exhibition yonder." 

In the sunlight, and on the broad enclosure the official 
attendants immediately behind the hearse made a shock- 
ing show. Chance might seem to have chosen them for 
a wager among the most ridiculous seniors in the Insti- 
tute, and they looked especially ugly in the uniform de- 
signed by David, the coat embroidered with green, the hat^. 
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the Court sword, beating against legs for which the de- 
signer was certainly not responsible. 

First came Gazan; his hat was tilted anTy by the bumps 
of his skull, and the vegetable green of the coat threw 
into relief the earthy color and scaly texture of his ele- 
phantine visage, At his side was the grim, tall Laniboire 
with purple apoplectic veins and a crooked mouth. His 
uniform was covered by an overcoat whose insufficient 
length left visible the end of his sword and the tails of the 
frock, and gave him an appearance certainly much less 
dignified than that of the marshal with his black rod^ who 
walked before. 

Those that followed, snch as Astier-R^hu and Des- 
mini^res^ were all embarrassed and uncomfortable^ all 
acknowledging by their apologetic and self-conscious bearing 
the absurdity of their disguise, which, though it might pass 
in the chastened light of their historic dome seemed amid 
the real life of the street not less laughable than a show 
of monkeys. 

•'I declare, one would like to throw some nuts to see if 
they would go after them on all fours," said Freydet's com- 
panion. 

But Freydet did not catch the impertinent remark. He 
slipped away, mixed with the procession, and entered the 
church between two files of soldiers with arms reversed. 
He was in his heart profoundly glad that Ldisillon was 
dead. He had never seen or known him; he could not 
love him for his work's sake, as he had done no work; and 
the only .thing for which he could thank him was that he 
had left his chair empty at such a convenient moment. 

But. he was impressed notwithstanding. The funeral 
pomp to which custom makes the old Parisian indifferent, 
the long line of knapsacks, the muskets that fell on the 
flags with a single blow (at the command of a boyish little 
martinet, with a stock under his chin, who was probably 
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performing on this occasion his first miiitary duty), and, 
above all, the funeral music and the muffled drums filled, him 
with respectful emotion: and as always happened when he 
felt keenly, shyness began to rise. 

He had actually got a good beginning, presenting a 
grand picture of the storm snd electric agitation and 
mental eclipse produced in the atmosphere of a nation 
when one of its great men disappears. But he broke off 
his thoughts to make room for Danjou^ who, having 
arrived very late, pushed on amid the looks and whispers 
of the ladies^ gazing about him coldly and haughtily, and 
passing his hand over his head as he habitually does, 
doubtless to ascertain the safety of his back hair. 

**He did not recognize me," thought Freydet, hurt by 
the crushing glance with which the Academician relegated 
to the ranks the nobody who had ventured to greet him; 
'*it's my whiskers, I suppose." 

The interruption turned the thoughts of the candidate 
from his verses, and he began to consider his plan of oper- 
ations, his calls, his official announcement to the Perman- 
ent Secretary, 

But what was he thinking of? The Permanent Secretary 
was dead! Would Astier-R^hu be appointed before the 
vacation? And when would the election be? He pro- 
ceeded to consider all the details, down to his coat. Should 
he go to Astier's tailor now? And did. the tailor supply 
also the hat and sword? 

"-P/V JesUy. Domine^'* sang a voice behind the altar — the 
swelling notes of an opera singer, asking repose for Loisil- 
lon, whon) it might be thought the Divine Mercy had des- 
tined to special torment, for all through the church, loud 
and soft* in every variety ot voice, solo and in unison, 
came the supplication for "repose, repose." 

Aye, let him sleep quietly after his many years of turmoil 
and intriguel The solemn stirring chant was answered in 
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the nave by women's sobbing, above which rose the tragic 
convulsive gasp of Marguerite Oger, the gasp so impress- 
ive in the fourth act of ''Musidoray 

All this lamentation touched the kind hearted candidate 
and linked itself in his feelings to other lamentations and 
other sorrows. He thought of relatives who had died, and 
of his sister who had been a mother to him, and who was 
now given up by all the doctors, and. knew it, and spoke of 
it in every letter. Ah! would she live even to see the day 
of his success? Tears blinded him, and he was obliged to 
wipe his eyes. 

"Don't come it too strong; it won't seem genuine/' said 
the sneering voice of fat Lavaux, grinning close at his ear. 

He turned round angrily; but here the young officer gave 
at stentorian pitch the command * 'Carry — arms!" and 
the bayonets rattled on the muskets while the muffled tones 
of the organ rolled out the *'Dead March." 

The procession began to form for leaving the church, 
headed as before by Gazan, Laniboire, Desmini^res and 
Freydet's old master, Astier-R^hu. They all looked superb 
now, the parrot green of their laced coats being subdued 
by the dim religious light of the lofty building as they 
walked down the central aisle,, two and two, slowly, as if 
loth to reach the great square of day-light seen through the 
open doors. 

Behind came the whole Society, headed by its senior 
member, the wonderful old. Jean R^hu, looking taller than 
ever in a long coat, and holding up the little brown head, 
carved, one might fancy, out of a cocoa-nut, with an air of, 
contemptuous indifference telling that "this was a thing he 
haji;seen" any number of times before. Indeed in ,the 
course of the sixty years during which he had been in the 
receipt of. the tallies of the Acad^mie, he must haye heard; 
many such funeral chants, and sprinkled much holy water r 
on illustrious biers. 



ii8 ONE OF THE ''FORTY.' 

But if Jean R6hu was a * 'deity,** whose miraculous im- 
mortality justified the name, it could only be app'ied in 
mockery to the band of patriarchs who followed him. 
Decrepit, bent double, gnarled as old apple trees^ with feet 
of lead, limp legs^ and blinking, owlish eyes, they stumbled 
along; either supported on an arm or feeling their way with 
outstretched hands; and their names whispered by the 
crowd recalled works long dead and forgotten. 

Besides such ghosts as these, ''on furlough fix>m the 
cemetery,'* as was remarked by a smart young soldier in 
the guard of honor, the rest of the Academicians seemed 
young. They posed and strutted before the delighted eyes 
of the ladies, whose bright gleams reached them through 
the black veils^ the ranks of the crowd, and the doaks and 
knapsacks of the bewildered soldiers. 

On this occasion, again, Freydet, bowing to two or three 
'Muture colleagues," encounted cold or contemptuous 
smiles, Hke those which a man sees when he dreams that 
his dearest friends have forgotten him. But he had not 
time to be depressed, being caught and turned about by 
the double stream which moved up the church and towards 
the door. 

"Well, my lord, you will have to be stirring now," was 
the advice of friendily Picheral^ whispered in the midst of 
the hubbub and the scraping of chaks. 

It sent the candidate's blood tingling through his veins. 
But just as he passed before the bier^ Danjou muttered, 
without looking at him as he handed him the hoiy-water 
brush: 

"Whatever you do, be quiet, and let things slide.** 

His knees shook beneath him. Bestir yourself! Be 
quietl Which advice was he to take? Which was the 
best? Doubtless his master, Astier, would tell him, and 
he tried to reach him outdide the church. 

It was no easy task in the confusion of the court, while 
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they were forming the procession^ and lifting the coffin 
under its heap of countless wreaths. Never was a scene 
more lively than this coming out from the funeral into the 
brilliant daylight; everywhere people were bowing and 
talking gossip quite unconnected with the ceremony, while 
the bright expression on every face showed the reaction 
after a long hour^s sitting still and listening to melancholy 
music. 

Plans were made, meetings arranged; the hurrying stream 
of life, stopped for a brief while, impatiendy resumed its 
course, and poor Loisillbn was left far behind in the past 
to which he belonged. 

"See you at the Fran9ais to-night, don't forget; it's the 
last Tuesday^" simpered Madame Ancelin; while Paul 
said to Lavaux: 

"Are you going to see it thiough?'* 

'*No; I'm takmg Madame Eviza home." 

"Then come to Kejrscr's at six. We shall want freshen- 
ing after the speeches.'* 

The mourning coaches were drawing up one after the 
other, while the private carriages set oflf at a trot. People 
were leaning out of all the windows in the square, and 
over towards the Boulevard Saint- Germain men standing 
on the halted street-cars showed tier after tier of heads 
rising in dark relief against the blue sky. 

Freydet, dazzled by the sun, tilted his hat over his eyes 
and looked at the crowds which reached as far as he could 
see. He felt proud, transferring to the Acad^mie the 
posthumous glory which certainly could not be ascribed 
to the author of the "J^^rney in Val d'Andorre,*' though 
at the same time he was distressed at noticing that his 
dear "future colleagues" obviously kept him at a distance, 
became meditative when he drew near, or turned away, 
making little groups to keep out the intruder. 
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And these were the very men who only two days ago at 
Voisin's had said to him: 

"When are you going to join us?" 

But the heaviest blow was the desertion o Astier- 
R^hu. 

*^hat a calamity, sir!*' said Freydet, coming up to 
him and putting on a doleful expression for the purpose of 
. saying something sympathetic. 

Astier-R^hu, standing by the hearse; made no answer, 
but went on turning over the leaves of the oration he would 
shortly have to deliver. 

'*What a calamity!'* repeated Freydet. 

''My dear Freydet, you are indecent," said his master, 
roughly, in a loud voice. And with one harsh snap of the 
jaw, he betook himself again to his reading. 

Indecent! What did he mean? The poor man looked 
himself over, but could find no«explanation of the reproach. 
What was the matter? What had he done? 

For some minutes he was quite dazed. Vaguely he saw 
the hearse start under its shaking pyramid of flowers, with 
green coats at the four corners, more green coats behind; 
then all the Society, and immediately following, but at a 
respectful distance, another group, in which he found him- 
self involved and carried along he knew not how. 

Young men, old men, all terrible gloomy and depressed, 
all marked on the brow with the same deep furrow, set 
there by one fixed idea, all expressing with their eyes the 
same hatred and distrust of their neighbors. 

When he had got oyer his discomQture, and was able to 
identify these persons, he recognized the faded, hopeless 
face of old Moser, the candidate everlasting; the honest 
expression of Dalzon, the author of "that book," who 
had failed at the last election; and de Sallies! — and Gu6r- 
ineau! — Why, they were the '*fish in tow"! 

They were the men about whom the Academic "docs 
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not trouble itself," whom it leaves, hanging on to a strong 
hook, to be drawn along in the wake of the ship of fame. 
There they all were — all of them^ poor drowned fish! — 
some dead and mider the water; others still struggling, 
turning up sad and greedy eyes full of an eager craving, 
never to be appeased. And while he vowed to himself 
to avoid a similar fate, Abel de Freydet followed the bait 
and dragged at the line, too firinly stuck already to get 
himself free. 

Far away^ along the line cleared for the procession^ 
muffled drums alternated with the blast of trumpets, bring- 
ing crowds of bystanders on the pavement and heads to 
every window. The music again took up the strains of the 
Hero's March. In the presence of so impressive a tri- 
bute as this national funeral — this proud protest on the 
part of humanity, crushed and overcome by death, but 
decking defeat in magnificence — ^it was hard to realize that 
all this pomp was for Loisillon, Permanent Secretary of the 
Academic Fran^aise — ^for nothing. 



CHAPTER IX. 

Every day between four and six, earlier or later accord- 
ing to the time of year, Paul Astier came to take his 
douche at Keyser's hydropathic establishment at the top 
of the Faubourg Suint-Honore. Twenty minutes' fencing, 
boxing, or single-stick, followed by a bath and a cold 
douche \ then a little halt at the flower-shop, as' he came 
out, to have a carnation stitched in his button-hole; then 
a constitutional as far as the Arc de PEtoilt, Stenne and 
the phaeton following dose to the footway. 

Finally came a turn in the Bois^ where Paul, thanks to 
his observance of fashionable hygiene, displayed a feminine 
delicacy of coloring and a complexion rivalling any lady's. 
By this visit to Keyser's he also saved himself the trouble 
of reading the papers. Gossip went on between one dress- 
ing-room and another, or on the lounges of the fencing- 
ro^m, where the visitors sat in fencing dress or flannel 
dressing-gowns^ or even outside the doctor's door while 
awaiting the douche. 

From clubs, drawing-rooms, the Chamber, the Bourse, 
or the Palais de Justice, came in the news of the day, and 
there it was proclaimed freely in loud tones, to the accom- 
paniment of the clashing of swords and sticks, shouts for 
the waiter, resounding slaps on bare backs; creaking of 
wheel-chairs for rheumatic patients, heavy plunges re- 
echoing under the reverberating roof of the swimming- 
bath, while above the Various sounds of splashing and 
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spurting water rose the voice of worthy Dr. Keyser, stand- 
ing on his platform, and the ever-recurring burden: 

"Turn round." 

On this occasion Paul Astier was ^'turning round" under 
the refreshing shower with great enjoyment; he was getting 
rid of the dust and fatigue of his wearisome afternoon, as 
well as of the lugubrious sonorities of Astier-R^hu's 
Academic regret. 

*^His hour sounded upon the bell" . . • *'the hand of 
Loisillon was cold" . . . "drained the cup of happiness" 
. . . etc., etc: Oh Master! Master! oh, respected papa! 
It took a good deal of water — showers^ streams, floods of 
it — to wash off all that grimy rubbish. 

As he went away, with the water running off him, he 
passed a tall figure bent double coming up from the swim- 
ming bath^ which gave him a shivering nod from under a 
huge gutta-percha ca^ covering the head and half the face. 

The man's lean pallor and stiff, stooping walk made 
Paul take him for one of the poor invalids who attend the 
establishment regulaltly, and whose apparition, silent as 
night-birds^ in the fencing-room where they come to be 
weighed, contrasts so strangely with the healthy laughter 
and the superabundant vigor of the rest of the company. 

But the contemptuous curve of the large nose and the 
weary lines round the mouth vaguely recalled some face 
he knew in society. In his dressing-room, he asked the 
man who was shampooing him: 

''Who was that, Raymond, who bowed to me just now?" 

''Why, that^s the Prince d'Athis, sir," replied Raymond, 
with a plebeian's satisfaction in uttering the word "prince." 
*'He has been taking douches for some time past, and 
generally comes in the morning. But he is later to-day, on 
account of a burial, so he told Joseph." 

The door of Paul's dressing-room was partly open 
during this dialogue, and in the room on the opposite side 
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was visible Lavaux. As he pulled on and buckled his long 
clerical hose, he said: 

**I say, Paul, did yoa see Sammy coming to freshen him- 
self up a bit?" 

"Freshen himself up?'* said Paul. "What for?" 

"He's going to be married in a fortnight, you know." 

"Oh! And when does he go to his Embassy?" 

**Why, now, at once. The Princess has started. They 
are to be married out there." 

Paul had a horrid presentiment, 

"The Princess?" he asked. "Whom is he going to 
marry?" 

"Where have you been? It's been the talk of Paris for 
the past two days! Colette, of course — Colette, the in- 
consolable. I should like to see how the Duchess looks. 
At the Loisillon affair she carried herself well, but 
never lifted her veil or spoke a word. It's a tough bit 
to swallow, eh, when you think that only yesterday I was 
helping her to choose materials for the false one's room 
at St. Petersburg!" 

The ill-natured, unctuous voice of the fashionable scan- 
dalmonger went on with the story as he finished buckling 
his garters, accompanied by the sound of a douche two 
boxes off, and the Prince's voice saying: 

"Harder, Joseph, harder, don't be afraid." 

Freshening himself up, was he? 

Paul had crossed the passage as soon as Lavaux began 
to talk, that he might hear better. He was seized with a 
wild desire to kick in the door of the Prince's room, spring 
on him, and have an explanation face to face with the 
scoundrel who was stealing the fortune almost in his 
grasp. 

Suddenly he perceived that he had nothing on, reflected 
that his wrath was ill-timed; and went back to his room, 
where he calmed down a little as he realized that the first 
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thing to do was to have a talk with his mother and find out 
exactly how matters stood. 

That afternoon, for once, he had no flower in his button- 
hole, and while, as the stream of carriages went past, the 
ladies looked languidly for the charming young man in the 
usual row, he was driving rapidly to the Rue de Beaune, 

There he was greeted by Corentine with bar§ arms and 
a dirty apron. She had taken the opportunity of her mis- 
tress' absence to have a great clean-up. 

**Do you know where my mother is dining?" 

No; her mistress had not told her. But the master was 
upstairs rummaging in his papers. The httle staircase 
leading to the paper-room creaked under Leonard Astier's 
heavy tread. 

*as that you, Paul?" he asked. 

The dim light of the passage and his own agitation pre- 
vented the young man from noticing his father's extraordin- 
ary appearance and the dazed sound ofhis voice when he 
answered. 

"How's the Master?" said the son — ^*So mamma's not 
in?" 

''No, she is dining with Madame Ancelin and going on 
to the Fran9ais; I am to join them in the evening." 

After this, the father and son had nothing further to say 
to each other. They met like two strangers, like two men 
of hostile races. On this occasion, indeed, Paul in his im- 
patience was half inclined to ask Leonard whether he knew 
anything about the marriage; but he thought the next min- 
ute: 

"No, he is too stupid; mother would never say a word 
to him." 

His father, who was also strongly tempted to put a ques- 
tion, called him back with an air of embarrassment. 

'*Paul," he said, **I have lost— I can't find " 

''Can't find what ? " asked the son. 
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Astier-R6hu hesitated a moment; but after looking 
closely at the pretty face whose expression, on account o^ 
the bend in the nose, was never perfectly straightforward, 
he added in a gloomy, surly tone — 

»*No, nothing; it does not matter. I won't keep you." 

There was nothing for him but to meet his mother at the 
theatre in Madame Ancelin's box. That meant two or 
or three hoTirs to be got through first. Paul dismissed his 
carriage and ordered Stenne to bring him his dressing 
things to his club. 

Then he started for a stroll through the city in a faint 
twilight, while the clipped shrubs of the Tuileries Gardens 
assumed brighter colors as the sky grew dark around them. 

It was the mystic hour so precious to people pursuing 
dreams or making plans. The carriages grow fewer, the 
shadowy figures hurry by and touch the stroller lightly. 
There is no interruption to the flow of a man's thoughts. 
So the ambitious young fellow, who had quite recovered 
his presence of mind, carried on his reflections clearly. 
His r flections were like those of Napoleon at the last 
hour of the battle of Waterloo; after a long day of success, 
defeat had come with night. 

What was the reason? What mistake had he made? 

He replaced the pieces on the chess-board, and looked 
for the explanation of failure, but in vain. It had, perhaps, 
been rash of him to let two days pass without seeing her. 
But it was the most elementary rule that after such a scene 
as that at the cemetery, a woman should be left to herself 
to recover. How was he to foresee this sudden flight? 

Suddenly a hope flashed upon him. He knew that the 
Princess changed her plan as oflen as a bird its perch. 
Perhaps she might not yet have gone; perhaps he should 
find her in the midst of preparations, uiihappy, undecided, 
asking Herbert's portrait for advice, iand should win her 
back by one embrace. He understood and could follow 
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now all the capricious turns of the romance which had 
been going on in her little head. 

He took a cab to the Rue de Courcelies. 

Nobody there. The Princess had gone abroad, they 
told him, that very morning. 

A terrible fit of despair' came over him, and he went 
home instead of to the club, so as not to have to talk and 
answer questions. His spirits sank even lower at the sight 
of his great mediaeval erection and its front, in the style of 
the Tour de Fatm^ all covered with bills; it suggested the' 
pile of overdue accounts. 

As he felt his way in, he waiS greeted by a smell of fried 
onions filling the whole place; for his spruce little valet on 
nights when his master dined at the club would cook him- 
self a tasty dish. A gleam of daylight still lingered in the 
studio, and Paul flung himself down on a sofa. There^ as 
he was trying to think by what ill*luck his artfuUest, 
cleverest designs had been upset, he fell asleep for a 
couple of hours^ and got up another man. 

Just as memory gains in sharpness during the sleep of 
the body, so had his determination and talent for intrigue 
gone on. acting during his short rest. He had found a 
new plan, and moreover a calm fixity of resolution, such 
as among the modem youth of France is very much more 
rarely met with than courage under arms. 

He dressed rapidly and took a couple of eggs and a cup 
of tea; and when, with a faint odor of the warm curling- 
iron about his beard and moustache, he entered the 
Theatre Fran9ais and gave Madame AUcelin's name at the 
box-office, the keenest observer would have failed to detect 
any absorbing preoccupation in the perfect gentleman of 
feshion, and would never have guessed the contents of this 
pretty drawing-room article, black-and-white lacquered, 
and well locked. 
Madame Ancelin's worship of official literature had two 
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temples, the Academic Fran9aise and the Com^die 
Fran9aise. But the first of these places being open to the 
pious believer only at uncertain periods, she made the 
most of the second, and attended its services with great 
regularity. 

She never missed a "first night/' whether important or 
unimportant, nor any of the Subscribers' Tuesdays. And 
as she read no books but those stamped with the hall-mark of 
the Academic, so the actors at the Com^die were the only 
players to whom she listened with enthusiasm, with cries 
of emotion and rapturous amazeipent. 

Her exclamations began at the box-office, at the sight 
of the two great marble fonts, which the good lady's 
fancy had set up before the statues of Rachel and Talma 
in the entrance to the '*House of Molifere." 

»* Don't they look after it well? Just look at the door- 
keepers! What a theatre 1" 

The jerky movements of her short arms and the puffing 
of her fat, Httle body diffiised through the passage a sense 
of noisy gleefulness, which made people say in every box: 
•'Here's Madame Ancelin!" 

On Tuesdays especially, the fashionable indifference of 
the house contrasted oddly with the seat where, in supreme 
content, leaning half out of the box, sat and cooed this 
good, plump, pink-eyed pigeon, piping away audibl5r: 

**Look at Coquelin! Look at Delaunay! What perennial 
youth! What a wonderful theatre it is!" 

She never allowed her firiend to talk of anything else, and 
in the ^»/r'tf^/&f greeted her visitors with exclamations of 
rapture over the genius of the Academic playwright and 
the grace of the Company's actor. 

At Paul Astier's entrance the curtain was up; and know- 
ing that the ritual of Madame Ancelin required absolute 
silence at such a time, he waited quietly in the little room, 
separated by a step firom the front of the box, where 
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Madame Ancelin was seated in bliss between Madame As- 
tier and Madame Eviza, while behind were Danjou and De 
Freydet, looking like prisoners. 

The click, which the box-door made and must make in 
shutting, was followed by a "Hush!" calculated to appall 
the intruder who was disturbing the service. 

Madame Astier half turned round, and felt a shiver at 
the sight of her son. 

What was the matter? What had Paul to say to her of 
such pressing importance as to bring him to that haunt of 
boredom — Paul, who never let himself be bored without a 
reason? Money again, no doubt, horrid money! Well, 
fortunately she would soon have plenty ; Sammy's marriage 
would make them all rich. 

Mugh as she longed to go up to Paul and reassure him 
with the good news, which perhaps he had not heard, she 
was obliged to stay in her seat, look on at the play, and 
join as chorus in her hostess' exclamations: 

'*Look at Coquelin ! Look at Delaunay ! Oh ! Oh !" 

It was a hard trial to her to have to wait. So it was to 
Paul, who could see nothing but the glaring heat of the 
footlights, and in the looking-glass at the side the reflection 
of part of the house, stalls, dress-circle, boxes, rows of 
faces, pretty dresses, bonnets — all, as it were, drowned in 
a blue haze, and presenting the colorless, ghostly appear- 
ance of things dimly seen under water. During the 
entr'acte came the usual infliction of indiscriminate praise: 

" Monsieur Paul ! Di' y' see Reichemberg's dress? 
Di' y' see the pink-bead apron? and the ribbon ruching? 
Di' y' see ? This is the only place where they know how 
to dress, that it is ! " 

Visitors began to come, and the mother was able to get 
hold of her son and carry him M to the sofa. There in 
the midst of wraps and the bustle of people going out, 
they spoke in low voices with their heads dose together. 
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"Answer me quickly and clearly," began Paul. «^Is 
Sammy going to be married ?" 

"Yes, the Duchess heard yesterday. But she has come 
here to-night all the same. Corsican pride!" 

'*And whom has he caught? Can you tell me now?" 

'*Why, Colette, of cotu'se! You must have had a sus- 
picion." 

**Not the least," said Paul. **And what shall you get 
for it?" 

She murmured triumphantly: "Eight thousand pounds!" 

"Well, by your schemes I have lost a million! — 2. million 
and a wife!" 

He grasped her by the wrists in his anger, and hissed 
into her face : 

"You selfish marplot!" 

The news took away her breath and her senses. It was 
from Paul then, Paul, from whom proceeded the force 
which acted, as she had occasionally perceived, against 
her influence; it was Paul whom the little fool was thinking 
of when she said, sobbing in her arms: 

**If you only knew!" 

And now, just at the end of the mines which with so 
much cunning and skilful patience they had each been 
driving towards the treasure, one last stroke of the axe 
had brought them face to face, empty-handed! 

They sat silently looking at each other, with correspond- 
ing crooks in their noses and the same fierce gleam in both 
pairs of gray eyes, while all around them were the stir of 
people coming and going and the buzz of conversation. 
Rigid indeed is the discipline of society, seeing that it 
could repress in these two creatures all the cries and 
groans, all the desire to roar and slay, which filled and 
shook their hearts. 
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Madame Astier was the first to express her thoughts 
aloud: 

•*If only the Princess were not gone!" 

And she writhed her lips with rag^ at the thought that 
the sudden departure had been her own suggestion. 

"We will get her back." said Paul. 

"How?" 

Without answering her question, he asked: 

"Is Sammy here to-night?" 

"Oh, I don't think so, as she is ^Where are you going? 

what do you mean to do?" 

"Keep quiet, won't you? Don't interfere. You are 
too unlucky for me." 

He left with a crowd of visitors who were driven away 
by the entr*acUy and she went back to her seat on Madame 
Ancelin's left. 

Her hostess worshiped with the same ecstacy as before^ 
and it was one perpetual giving of thanks. 

"Oh, look at Coquelin! What humor he has! My dear, 
do look at him!" 

"My dear" was, indeed, not attending; her eyes wan- 
dered, and on her lips was the painful smile of a dancer 
hissed off the boards. With the excuse that the footlights 
dazzled her, she was turning every moment towards the 
audience to look for her son. Perhaps there would be a 
duel with the Prince, if he was there. And all her fault — 
all through her stupid bungling. 

**Ah, there's Delaunay. Di' y' see him? Di' y* see?" 

No, she had seen nothing but the Duchess' bt)x, where 
some one had just come in, with a youthful figure, like her 
Paul. But it was the little Count Adriani, who had heard 
the rupture like the rest of Paris and was already tracking 
the game. 

Through the rest of the play the mother ate her heart 
out in misery, turning over innumerable confused plans for 
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the future, mixed in her thoughts with past events and 
scenes which ought to have forewarned her. 

How stupid of her! How had she failed to guess? 

At last came the departure, but oh; how long it took! 
She had'to stop every moment, to bow or smile to her 
friends^ to say good-bye. 

"What are you going to do this summer? Do come and 
see us at Deauville." 

**A11 down the narrow passage crammed with people, 
where ladies finish putting on their wraps with a pretty 
movement to make sure of their ear-rings; all down the 
white marble staircase to the men-servants waiting at the 
foot, the mother, as she talks, still watches, listens^ tries to 
catch in the hum of the great fashionable swarm dispersing 
for some months a word or bint of a scene that evening in 
a box. 

Here comes the Duchess, haughty and erect in her long 
white and gold mantle, taking the arm of the young officer 
of the Papal Guard. She knows the shabby trick her 
friend has played her, and as the two women pass, they ex- 
change a cold, expressionless glance, more to be dreaded 
than the most violent expletive of a fishwoman. 

They know now what to think of each other; they know 
that in the poisoned warfare, which is to succeed their 
sisterly intimacy, every blow will tell, and will be directed 
to the spot by practiced hands. But they discharge the 
task imposed by society, and both wear the same mask of 
indifference, so that the masterful hate of the one can 
meet and Strike against the spiteful hate of the other with- 
out producing a spark. 

Downstairs, in the press of valets and young club-men, 
Leonard Astier was waiting, as he had promised, for his 
wife. 

"Ah, there is the great man!" exclaimed Madame An- 
celin; and with a final dip of her fingers into the holy 
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water she scattered it around her broadcast, over the great 
Astier-R^hu, the great Danjou, and Coquelin, you know? 
and Delaunay, you know! Oh! Ohl Oh! 

Astierdidnot reply, but followed with his wife on his 
arm and his collar turned up against the draught. 

It was raining. Madame Ancelin offered to take them 
home; but it was only with the conventional politeness of 
a "carriage" lady afraid of tiring her horses and still more 
afraid of her coachman's temper — she has invariably the 
best coachman in Paris. 

Besides, ^*the great man" had a cab; and without wait- 
ing for the lady's benediction — ^'Ah^ well, we know you 
two like to be alone. Ah! what a happy household! " — ^he 
dragged off Madame Astier along the wet and dirty 
colonnade. 

When, at the end 6i a ball or evening party, a fashion- 
able couple drive off in their carriage, the question always 
suggests itself: 

'*Now what will they say?" 

Not much usually, for the man generally comes away 
from this kind of festivity weary and used up, while the 
lady continues the party in the darkness of the carriage by 
inward comparisons of her dress and her looks with those 
she has just seen, and makes plans for the arrangement of 
her drawing-room or a new costume. 

Still the restraint of feature required by society is so ex- 
cessive, and fashionable hypocrisy has reached such a 
height, that it would be interesting to be present at the 
moment when the conventional attitude is relaxed, to hear 
the real, natural tone of voice, and to realize the actual re- 
lations of the beings thus suddenly released from trammels 
and sent rolling home in the light of their brougham lamps 
through the empty streets of Paris. 

In the case of the Astiers, the return home was very 
characteristic. The moment they were alone, the wife laid 
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aside the deference and pretended interest exhibited to- 
wards the Master in society, and spoke her inind, com- 
pensating herself in so doing for the attention with which 
she had listened for the hundredth time to old stories which 
bored her to death. 

The husband, kindly by disposition and accustomed to 
think well of himself and everyone else, invariably came 
home in a state of bliss, and was horrified at the malicious 
comments of his wife on their hosts and the guests they 
had met. 

Madame Astier would utter calmly the most shocking 
accusations, exaggerating gossip in the light, unconscious 
way which is characteristic of Parisian society. Rather 
than stimulate her, he would hold his tongue and turn 
round in his corner to take a little doze. 

But on this evening Leonard sat down straight, regard- 
less of the sharp *'Do mind my dress!" which signified that 
somebody's skirts were being crumpled. What did he 
care about her dress. 

"I've been robbed!" he said, in such a tone that the 
windows rattled. 

Oh! dear, the autographs! She had not been thinking of 
them, least of all just now, when tormented by very differ- 
ent anxieties, and there was nothing feigned in her surprise. 

Robbed-— yes, robbed of his '*Charles-the-Fifths," the 
three best things in his collection! But the assurance 
which made his attack so violent died out of his voice, 
and his suspicion hesitated, at the sight of Adelaide's sur- 
prise. Meanwhile she recovered her self-possession. 

"But whom do you suspect?" 

Corentine, she thought, was trustworthy. Teyss^dre? 
It was hardly likely that an ignorant 

Teyss^dre! He exclaimed at it, the thing seemed so ob- 
vious. Helped by liis hatred for the man of polish, he 
soon began to see how the crime had come about, and 
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• 
traced it step by step from a chance allusion at dinner to 
the value of his documents, heard by Corentine and re- 
peated in all innocence. Ah, the scoundrel! Why, he had 
the skull of a criminal! Foolish to struggle against the 
intimations of instinct! There must be somethmg out of 
the common when a floor-polisher could arouse so strange 
an antipathy in a member of the Institute! Ah, well, the 
dolt was done for now! He should catch it! 

"My three Charleses! Only fancy!" 

He wanted to inform the police at once, before going 
home. His wife tried to prevent him. 

"Are you out of your mind? Go to the police-station 
after midnight?" 

But he insisted, and thrust his great mumskuU out into 
the rain to give orders to the driver. She was obliged to 
pull him back with an effort, and feeling too much ex- 
hausted to carry on the lie, to let him have his say and 
bring him round gradually, she came out with the whole 
truth. 

"It's not Teyss^dre— it's I! There!" 

At one breath she poured out the story of her visit to 
Bos, the money she had got, the 1,000/., and the necessity 
for it The silence which ensued was so long that at first 
she thought he had had a fit of apoplexy. It was not that; 
but like a child that falls or hits itself, poor Crocodilus had 
opened his mouth so wide to let out his anger, and taken 
so deep a breath, that he could not utter a sound. 

At last came a roar that filled the Carrousel, where their 
cab was at that minute splashing through the pools. 

"Robbed, robbed! Robbed by my wife for the sake of 
her son!" 

In his insane fury he jumbled together indiscriminately 
the abusive patois of his native hillside "-4^ iagarso! Ah 
It bougriP^ with the classical exclamations of Harpagon 
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bewailing his casket^ Justice^ justice du ceilP'* and other 
select extracts often recited to his pupils. 

It was as light as day in the bright rays of the tall, 
electric lamps which stood round the great square, over 
which, as the theatres were emptying, omnibuses and car- 
riages were now passing in all directions. 

**Do be quiet," said Madame Astier; "everyone knows 
you." 

*'Except you, Madame!" 

She thought she was going to beat her, and in the 
strained condition of her ner\'es it might perhaps haye 
been a relief. But under the terror of a ^candal, he sud- 
denly quieted down; swearing finally by his mother's ashes 
that as soon as he got home he would pack up his trunk 
and go straight off toSauvagnat, leaving his wife to depart 
with her scoundrelly prodigal and live on their spoils. 

Once more the deep old box with its big nails was 
brought hastily from the ante-room into the study. A few 
billets of wood were left in it from the winter's supply, but 
the immortal did not change his purpose on that account. 

For an hour, the house resounded with the rolling of 
logs and the banging of cupboard doors, as he flung 
among the sawdust and bits of dry bark, linen, clothes, 
boots, and even the green coat and embroidered waistcoat 
of the Academic full dress, carefully put away in napkins. 
His wrath was relieved by this operation, and diminished 
as he filled his trunk, till his last resentful grumblings died 
away when it occurred to him that, fixed as he was to his 
place, to uproot himself was utterly impossible. 

Meanwhile Madame Astier, sitting on the edge of an 
armchair in her dressing-gown, with a lace wrap round her 
head, watched his proceedings and murmured between 
yawn and yawn with placid irony: 

"Really, Leonard, really!" 



CHAPTER X. 

"My notion is that people^ like things, have a right and a 
wrong side up, and there's always a place to get hold of, if 
you want to have a good control and grasp of them. I 
know where the place is, and that's my power ! Driver, 
to the Tete Noire." 

At Paul Astier's order, the open xarriage, in which the 
three tall hats belonging to Freydet, V^drine, and himself 
rose in funeral outline against the brightness of the after- 
noon landscape, drew up on the right-hand side of the 
bridge at St. Cloud, in front of the inn he had named. 

Every jolt of the hired conveyance over the paving of 
the square brought into sight an ominous long case of green 
baize projecting beyond the lowered hood of the carriage. 

Paul had chosen, as seconds for this meeting with 
D'Athis, first the Vicomte de Freydet, on account of his 
title and his *Me," and with him the Count Adriani. But 
the Papal Embassy was afraid of adding another scandal 
to the recent affair of the Cardinal's hat, and he had been 
obliged to find a substitute for Pepino in the sculptor, who 
would perhaps allow himself at the last minute to be de- 
scribed in the official statement as "Marquis." 

The matter, however, was not supposed to be serious, 
only a quarrel at the club over the card-table, where the 
Prince had taken a hand for a last game before leaving 
Paris. The affair could not be hushed up ; it was specially 
impossible to cave in [to a fighting man like Paul Astier, 
who had a great reputation in fencing rooms, and whose 

(«37) 
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records were framed and bung in the shooting-gallery in 
the Avenue (TAntin, 

While the carriage waited by the terrace of the r^taur- 
ant^ and the waiters unobtrusively bestowed on it knowing 
glances, there came rolling down a steep little path a short, 
fat man^ with the white spats, white tie, silk hat, and cap- 
tivating air of the doctor of a fashionable watering-place. 
He made signals from the distance with his sunshade. 

<*There's Gom^s," said Paul. 

Doctor Gom^s, formerly on the resident staff of one o^ 
the Paris hospitals, had been ruined by play and an old 
attachment. Now he was "Uncle Gom^s," and had an 
irregular practice; not a bad fellow, but one who would 
stick at nothing, and had made a specialty of affairs like 
the present. ¥tt, two guineas and breakfast. Just now 
he was spending his holiday with Cloclo at Ville iTAvray, 
and came pufhng to the meeting-place, carrying a little bag 
which held his instrument-case, medicines, bandages, 
splints — enough to set up an ambulance. 

**Is it to be scratch or wound?" he asked^ as he took his 
seat in the carriage opposite Paul. 

"Scratch, of course, doctor, scratch, with swords of the 
Institute. The Acad^mie Fran^aise against the Sciences 
Morales et Politiques." 

Gom^s smiled as he steadied his bag between his knees. 

"I did not know, so I brought the big apparatus." 

"Well, you must display it; it will impress the enemy," 
suggested V^drine, in his quiet way. 

The doctor winked, a little put out by the two seconds, 
whose faces were unknown to the boulevards, and to whom 
Paul Astier, who treated him like a servant, did not even 
introduce him. 

As the carriage started, the window of a room on the 
first floor opened, and a pair came and looked at them 
curiously. The girl was Marie Donval, of tjie Gymnase, 
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whom the doc^r recognized and named in a loud voice. 
The other was a deformed little creature, whose head was 
barely visible above the window-sill. Freydet, with much 
indignation, and V^drine, with some amusement, recog- 
nized Fage. 

*'Are you surprised, M. de Freyet?" said Paul. 

And hereupon he launched into a savage attack upon 
woman. 

Woman! An overgrown child, with all a child's perver- 
sity and wickedness, all its instinctive desire to cheat, to 
lie, to tease; all its cowardice. She was greedy; she was 
vain; she was inquisitive. Oh yes, she could serve you a 
hash of somebody else, but she had not an idea of her own; 
and in argument, why, she was as full of twists, and slip- 
pery places as the pavement on a frosty night after a thaw. 

How was conversation possible with a woman? Why, 
there was nothing in her, neither kindness nor pity nor in- 
tellect — not even common sense. For a fashionable bon- 
net or*one of Spricht's gowns she was capable of stealing, 
of any trick however dirty; for at bottom, the only thing 
she cares for is dress. To know the strength of this pas- 
sion a man must have gone, as Paul had, with the most 
elegant ladies of fashion to the rooms of the great man- 
milliner. They were hand-and-glove with the forewomen, 
asked them to breakfast at their country houses, knelt to 
old Spricht as if he were the Pope himself. The Marquise 
de Roca-Nera took her young daughters to him, and all 
but asked him to bless them! 

"Just so," said the doctor, with the automatic jerk of a 
hireling whose neck has been put out of joint by perpetual 
acquiescence. 

Then followed an awkward pause, the conversation 
being, as it were, thrown out of gear by this sudden and 
imexpectedly violent effusion from a young fellow usually 
very civil and Sfelf-possessed. The sun was oppressive, 
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and was reflected off the dry, stone walls on each side of 
the steep road, up which the hosses were toiling painfuHy, 
while the pebbles creaked under the wheels. 

"To show the kindness and pity of women, I can vouch 
for the following:" 

It was Vddrine who spoke, his head thrown back and 
swaying as it rested on the hood of the caiiiage, his eyes 
half shut as he looked at some inward vision. 

^*It was not the great milliner's. It was at the Hotel- 
Dieu, in Bouchereau's department. A rough, white-washed 
cell, an iron bedstead with all the clothes thrown off, and 
on it, stark naked^ covered with sweat and foam, contorted 
and twisted like a clown with sudden springs and with yells 
that re-echoed through the front court of Notre Dame^ a 
madman in the last agony. 

Beside the bed two women, one on either side, the 
Sister, and one of Bouchereau's little lady-students, both 
quite young, yet with no disgust and no fear, both leaning 
over the poor wretch whom no one dared go near, wiping 
from his brow and mouth the sweat of his agony and the 
suffocating foam. 

The Sister was praying all the time; the other was not. 
But in the inspired look in the eyes of both, in the gende- 
ness of the brave little hands which wiped away the mad- 
man's foam right from under his teeth, in the heroic and 
maternal beauty of their unwearied movements, you felt 
that they were both women. There is woman! It was 
enough to make a man fall on his knees and sob." 

**Thank you^ V^drine," said Freydet under his breath; 
he had been choking with the recollections of the dear one 
at CloS'/allanges, 

Tne doctor began his jerk and his "just so;" but was cut 
short by the dry incisive tones of Paul Astier. 

"Oh yes, sick nurses, I'll allow. Sickly themselves, 
nothing gives them such pleasure as nursing, dressing, 
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bathing their patients, handling hot towels and basins; 
and then there's the power they exercise over the suffer- 
ing and the weak." 

His voice hissed and rose to the pitch of his mother's, 
while from his cold eye darted a little gleam of wickedness 
which made his companions wonder *'what was up," and 
suggested to the doctor the sage reflection: 

"All very well to talk about a scratch, and swords of 
the Institute, but I should not care to be in the Prince's 
skin." 

**Now, I'll paint you a pendant to our friend's chromo," 
sneered Paul. **As a specimen of feminine delicacy and 
faithfulness, take a little widow, who even in the burial 
vault of the departed, and on his very tombstone " 

''The Ephesian MatronP' broke in V^drine, * 'you want 
to tell us that!" 

The discussion grew animated and ran on, still to an 
accompaniment of the jolting wheels^ upon the never- 
failing topics of masculine discussion, woman and love. 

'^Gentlemen, look," said the doctor, who from his place 
on the front seat saw two carriages coming up- the hill at 
a quick trot. 

In the first, an open victoria, were the Prince's seconds, 
Gom^s stood up, and as he sat down again named them 
in a low and respectful tone: 

*'The Marquis d'Urbin and General de Bonneuil of the 
Jockey Club — very good form — and my brother-surgeon, 
Aubouis." 

This Doctor Aubouis was another low-caste of the 
stamp as Gom^s; but as he had a nbbon, his fee was five 
guineas.^ 

Behind, was a little brougham in which along with the 
inseparable Lavaux, was concealed D'Athis, desperately 
bored with the whole business. During five mmutes the 
three vehicies went up the hill one behind the other like a 
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wedding or funeral procession^ and nodiing was heard but 
the sound of the wheels and the panting or snorting of 
the horses as they rattled their bits. 

"Pass them," said a haughty, nasal voice. 

^'By all means," said Paul, **they are going to see to 
our quarters." 

The wheels grazed on the narrow road, the seconds 

bowed, the doctors exchanged professional smiles. Then 

* the brougham went by, showing behind the window glass, 

pulled up in spite of the heat, a morose motionless profile, 

as pale as a corpse. 

**He won't be paler than that an hour hence, when they 
take him home with a hole in his side," thought Paul, and 
he pictured the exact thrust, feint No. 2 followed by a 
direct lunge straight in between the third and fourth ribs. 

At the top of the hill the air was cooler, and laden with 
the scent of lime-flowers, acacias, and roses warm in the 
sun. Behind the low park railings sloped green lawns over 
which moved the mottled shadows of the trees. 

Presently was heard the bell of a garden gate. 

•'Here we are," said the doctor, who knew the place. 
It was where the Marquis d'Urbin's stud used to be; but 
for the last two years it had been for sale. All the horses 
were gone, except a few colts gambolling about in fields 
separated by high barriers. 

The duel was to take place at the further end of the 
estate, on a wide terrace in front of a white brick stable. 
It was reached by sloping paths all overgrown with moss 
and grassu along which both parties walked together, 
mingling, but not speaking, proper as could be. 

V^drine, unable to support these fashionable fofmalities, 
scandalized Freydet, who carried his high collar with much 
gravity, by exclaiming: 

"Here^ a lily of the valley," or pulling off a bough. 

And presently, struck with the contrast between the 
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splendid passivity of nature and the futile activity of man, 
he ejaculated, as he gazed on the great woods that climbed 
the opposite hill-side, and the distance composed of clus- 
tered roofs, shining water, and blue haze: 

"How beautiful, how peaceful!" 

With an involuntary movement he pointed to the hori- 
zon, for the benefit of some one whose patent leather 
boots came squeaking behind him. But oh, what an out- 
pouring of contempt, not only upon the improper V^drine, 1 
but upon the landscape and the sky! 

The Prince d'Athis was unsurpassed in contempt. He 
expressed it with his eye, the celebrated eye whose flash 
had always overcome Bismarck; he expressed it with his 
great hooked nose, and with the turned down comers of 
his mouth; he expressed it without reason, without inquiry, 
study, or thought, and his rise in diplomacy, his successes 
in love and in society, were all the work of this supposed 
contempt! 

In reality "Sammy" was an empty-headed bauble, a 
puppet picked by a clever woman's compassion out of the 
refuse and oyster shells of the supper-tavern, raised by her 
higher and higher, prompted by her what to say and, more 
important still, what not to say: taught and guided by her, 
till the day when, finding himself at the top of the ladder, 
he kicked away the stool which he no longer wanted. 

Society thought him a very clever fellow, but VMrine 
did not share the general opinion; and the comparison of 
Talleyrand to a "silk-stocking full of mud" came into his 
mind as he watched this highly respectable and proper 
personage stalk majestically past him. 

Evidently the Duchess had her wits about her when she 
disguised his emptiness by making him both diplomatist 
and academician, and cloaking him for the official carnival 
with the double thickness of both the two thread-bare, 
though venerable, dominos, to which society continues to 
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bow. But how she could have loved such a hollow, stony- 
hearted piece of crockery, V^drine did not understand. 
Was it his title? But her family was as good as his. Was 
. it the English cut of his clothes, the frock coat closely 
fitted to his broken-down shoulders, and the mud-colored 
trousers that made so crude a bit of color among the trees ? 

One might aknost think that the young villain, Paul, was 
right in his contemptuous remarks on woman's taste for 
what is low, for deformity in morals or physique. 

The Prince had reached the three-foot fence which di- 
vided the path from the meadow^ and either because he 
mistrusted hid slender legs, or because he thought a vigor- 
ous movement improper for a man of his position, he hes- 
itated, particularly bothered by the sense that "that huge 
artist fellow" was just at his back. At last he made up 
his mind to step out of his v^ay to a gap in the wooden 
fence. 

V^drine winked his little eyes. 

"Go round, my good sir," was his thought, **go round; 
make the road as long as you will ; it must bring you in 
the end to the front of the white building yonder. And 
when you get there, you may possibly have to pay a heavy 
reckoning for all your scoundrelly tricks. There is always 
a reckoning to pay in the end." 

Having relieved his mind by this soliloquy, he jumped 
dean over the fence without so much as putting a hand to 
it (a proceeding extremely improper), and joined the knot 
of seconds busily engaged in casting lots for places and 
swords. 

In spite of the dandified solemnity of their aspect, they 
looked, as they all bent to see whether the toss fell head of 
tail, or ran to pick up the coins, like big school-boys in the 
playground, wrinkled and gray. 

During a discussion on a doubtful pitch, Vddrine heard 
his name called by Astier, who, with perfect self-posses- 
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sion, was taking off his coat and emptying his pockets 
behind the little building. 

"What's that stuff the General is talking? Wants to 
have his walking stick within reach of our swords, to pre- 
vent accidents ? I won't have that sort of things do you 
hear ? This is not a lower-school fight. We are both old 
hands, fifth form." 

"It's serious, then?" asked V^dtine, looking at him hard. 

"Couldn't be more so." 

"Ah ! Somehow I thought as much." 

And the sculptor returned to convey the message to the 
General, commander of a cavahy division, looking all leg 
from his heels to his pointed ears, which in brilliancy of 
color vied with Freydet's. 

At V^drine's intimation these ears flushed suddenly 
scarlet, as if the blood boiled in them. 

*^Right, Sir! 'Course, Sir!" 

His words cut the air like the lash of a whip. Sammy 
was being helped by Doctor Aubouis to turn up his shirt 
sleeves. Did he hear? or was it the aspect of the lithe, 
cat-like^ vigorous young fellow^ as he came forward with 
neck and arms bare and round as a woman's, and with 
that pitiless look. 

Be the reason what it may, D'Athis, who had come to 
the ground as a social duty without a shade of anxiety, as 
befitted a gentleman who was not inexperienced and knew 
the value of two good seconds^ suddenly changed counte- 
nance, and turned deathly pale, while his beard scarcely 
concealed the twitch of his jaw in the horrible contortion of 
fear. But he kept his self-control, and put himself on the 
defensive bravely enough. 

**Now^ gentlemen." 

Yes, there is always a reckoning to pay. He realized 
that keenly as he faced that pitiless sword-point, which 
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sought him, felt him at a distance, seemed to spare him 
noV only to make more sure of hitting presently. 

They meant to kill him; that was certain. And as he 
parried the blows with his long, thin arm stretched out, 
amid the clashing of the hilts, he felt, for the first time, a 
pang of remorse for his mean desertion of the noble lady 
who had lifted him out of the gutter and given him once 
more a decent place in the world. 

He felt, too, that her merited wrath was in some way 
connected with this present encompassing peril, which 
seemed to shake the air all about him^ to send round and 
round in a glancing, vanishing vision the expanse of sky 
overhead, the alarmed faces of the seconds and doctors, 
and the remoter figures ot two stable boys wildly beating 
off with their caps the gamboling horses that wanted to 
come and look on. 

Suddenly came exclamations, sharp and peremptory; 

'^Enough ! Stop^ stop !" 

What has happened ? The peril is gone, the sky stands 
stilly everything has resumed its natural color and place. 
But at his feet, over the torn and trampled ground spreads 
a widening pool of bloody which darkens the yellow soil, 
and in it lies Paul Astier helpless, with a wound right 
through his bare neck. 

In the still pause of horror which followed the disaster, 
was heard the shrill, unceasing noise of insects in the dis- 
tant meadow, while the horses, no longer watched, gath- 
ered together a litde way off and stretched out . inquisitive 
noses towards the motionless body of the vanquished. 

Yet he was a skilful swordsman. His fingers had a firm 
grasp of the hilt, and could make the whistling blade flash, 
hover, and descend where he pleased, while his adversary 
encountered him with a wavering, cowardly spit. How 
had it come about? The seconds will say, and the evening 
papers repeat, and to-morrow all Paris will take up the cue, 
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that Paul Astier slipped as he made his thrust and ran on 
his opponent's point. 

A full and accurate account will no doubt be given ; but 
in life it usually happens that decision of language varies 
inversely with certainty of knowledge. Even from the 
spectators, even from the combatants themselves, a certain 
mist and confusion will always veil the crucial moment, 
wheq, against all reasonable calculation, the final stroke 
was given by intervening fate, wrapped in that obscure 
doud which by epic rule closes around the end of a 
contest. 

Carried into a small coachman's room adjoining the 
stable, Paul, on opening his eyes, after a long swoon, saw 
first from the iron bedstead on which he lay, a lithographic 
print. of Prince Imperial pinned to the wall over the 
drawers which were covered with surgical instruments. 

As consciousness returned to him through the medium 
of external objects^ the poor, melancholy face with its 
faded eyes, discolored by the damp of the walls, suggested 
a sad omen of ill-fated youth. But besides ambition and 
cunning, Paul had his full share of courage; and raising 
with dificulty his head and his cumbrous wrapping of 
bandages, he asked in a voice broken and weak, though 
fleering still: 

"Wound or scratch, doctor?" 

Gom^s, who was rolling up his medicated wool, waved 
to him to keep quiet, as he answered: 

"Scratch, you lucky dog; but a near shave. Aubouis 
and I thought the carotid was cut." 

A faint color came into the young man's cheeks, and his 
eyes sparkled. It is so satisfactory not to die! Instantly 
his ambition revived, and he wanted to know how long he 
should take to get well again. 

"From three weeks to a month." 

Such was the doctor's 'judgment, announced in an indif^ 
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ferent tone with an amusing shade of contempt. He was 
really very much annoyed and mortified that his patient 
had got the worst of it. Paul, with his eyes on the wall, 
was making calculations. D'Athis would be gone and 
Colette married before he was even out of bed. Well, 
that business had failed; he must look out for something 
else. 

The door was opened and a great flood of light poured 
into the miserable room. How delightful was life and the 
warm sunshine! V^drine, coming in with Freydet, went 
up to the bed and held out his hand joyously, saying: 

"You did give us a fright!" 

He was really fond of his young rascal, and cherished 
him as a work of art. 

"Ah, that you did!" said Freydet. wiping his brow with 
an air of great relief. 

His eyes had seen all his hopes of election to the Acad- 
emic lying on the ground in that pool of blood. How 
could Astier, the father, ever have come out as the cham- 
pion of a man connected with such a fatal event? Not 
but that Freydet had a warm heart, but the absorbing 
thought of his candidature brought his mind, like a com- 
pass needle, always round to the same point; howsoever 
shaken and turned about, it came back still to the Aca- 
demic Pole. 

And as the wounded man smiled at his friends, feeling a 
little foolish at finding himself, for all his cleverness, lying 
there at full length, Freydet dilated with admiration on the 
"proper" behavior of the seconds, whom they had just 
assisted in framing the report, of Doctor Aubouis, who 
had offered to stay with his professional friend^ of the 
Prince, who had gone off in the victoria and left for Paul 
his well-hung carriage, which having only one horse could 
be brought right up to the door of the little building. 
Everyone had behaved most properly. 
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"How he bores one with his proprieties!" said V6drine, 
seeing the face Paul had not been able to help making. 

**It really is very odd/' murmared the young fellow in a 
vague and wandering voice. 

So it would be he, and not the other fellow, whose pale, 
blood-stained face would be seen by the doctor's side 
through the window of the brougham as it went slowly 
home. Well, he had made a mess of it! 

Suddenly he sat up, in spite of the doctor's protest, 
rummaged in his card-case for a card, and scribbled on it 
with pencil in a shaky hand : 

*'Fate is as faithless as man. I wanted to avenge you, 
but could not. Forgive me." 

He signed his name, read it over, reflected, read it 
again, then fastened up the envelope, which they had 
found in an dusty drawer — a nasty, scented envelope 
from some rural store, and directed it to Duchess Pado- 
vani. He gave it to Freydet, begging him to deliver it 
as soon as possible: 

"It shall be there within an hour, my dear Paul." 

He made with his hands a sign of thanks and dismissal, 
then stretched himself out, shut his eyes, and lay quiet and 
still till the departure, listening to the sound which came 
from the sunny meadow around — a vast shrill hum of 
insects, which imitated the pulsation of approaching fever. 
. Beneath the closed lids, his thoughts pursued the wind- 
ings of this second and quite novel plot, conceived by a 
sudden inspiration on the place of defeat. 

Was it a sudden inspiration? There perhaps the young 
man was wrong; for the spring of our actions is often 
unseen, lost and hidden among the internal disturbance of 
the crisis, even as the agitator who starts a crowd himself 
disappears in' it. A human being resembles a crowd; both 
are manifold, complicated things, full of confused and 
irregular impulses, but there is an agitator in the back- 
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ground; and the movements of a man, like those of a 
mob, passionate and spontaneous as they may appear, 
haVfe always been preconcerted. 

Since the evening when on the terrace of the Hotel 
Padovani, Lavaux had suggested the Duchess to the young 
Guardsman, the thought had occurred to Paul that, if 
Madame de Rosen failed him, he might fall back on the 
fair Antonia. It had recurred two nights ago at the 
Fran9ais, when he saw Adriani in the Duchess' box; but 
it took no definite shape, because all his energy was then 
turned in another direction, and he still believed in the 
possibility of success. Now that the game was completely 
lost, his first idea on returning to life was '*the Duchess." 

Thus, although he scarcely knew it, the resolution 
reached so abruptly was but the coming to light of what 
grew slowly underground. 

"I wanted to avenge you, but could not." 

Warm-hearted, impulsive, and revengeful as he knew 
her to be, *^Mari' Anto," as her Corsicans called her, 
would certainly be at his bedside the next morning. It 
would be his business to see that she did not go away. 



CHAPTER XI.^ 

V6drine and Freydet went back together in the landau, 
without waiting for Sammy*s brougham, which had to come 
slowly for the sake of the wounded man. The sight of the 
swords lying in their baize cover on the empty seat 'oppo- 
site suggested reflection. 

"They don't rattle as much as they did going, the 
brutes," said V^drine, kicking them as he spoke. 

'•Ah, you see they are his!" said Freydet, giving words 
to his thoughts. 

^ Then, resuming the air of gravity and propriety appro- 
priate to a second, he added: 

"We had everything in our favor, the ground, the 
weapons, and a first-rate fencer. As he says, it is very 
odd." 

Presently there was a pause in the dialogue, while their 
attention was fixed by the gorgeous color of the river, 
spread in sheets of green and purple undeiKthe setting sun. 
Crossing the bridge the horses trotted fast up the streets 
of Boulogne. 

"Yes," V^drine went on, as if there had been no long 

interruption of silence; "yes, after all, in spite of apparent 

successes, the fellow is unlucky at bottom. I have now 

seen him more than once fighting with circumstances in 

one of those crises which are touchstones to a man's fate, 

and bring out of him all the luck he has. Well, let him 

plot as cunningly as he will, forftee everything, mix his tints 

with the utmost skill, something gives way at the last 

(151) 
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moment, and without completely ruining him, prevents him 
from attaining his object. Why? Very likely, just because 
his nose is crooked. I assure you, that sort of crooked- 
ness is nearly always the sign of a twist in the intellect, an 
obliquity in the character. The helm is not straight, you 
see!" 

They laughed at the suggestion; and V^drine, pursuing 
the subject of good\nd bad luck, told an odd story of a 
thing which had happened almost under his eyes when he 
was staying with the Padovani in Corsica. 

It was on the coast, at Barbicaglia, just opposite the light- 
house on the Sanguinaires. In this lighthouse lived an old 
keeper, a tried servant, just on the eve of retirement. One 
night when he was on duty, the old fellow fell asleep and 
dozed for five minutes at the most, stopping with his out- 
stretched leg the movement of the revolving light, which 
ought to change color once a minute. 

That very night, just at that moment, the inspector-gen- 
eral, who was making his annual round in a Government 
boat, happened to be opposite the Sanguinaires. He was 
amazed to see a stationary light, had the boat stopped, in- 
vestigated and reported the matter, and the next morning 
the official boat brought a new keeper to the island and 
notice of instant dismissal to the poor old man. 

"It seems to me," said V^drine," a curiosity in ill-luck 
that, in the chances of darkness, time, and space, the in- 
spector's siuirey should have coincided with the old man's 
nap." 

Their carriage was just reaching the Place de la Con- 
corde, and V^drine pointed with one of his slow, cakn 
movements to a great piece of sky overhead where the 
dark, green color was pierced here and there by newly-ap- 
pearing stars, visible in the waning light of the glorious 
day. 

A few minutes later the landau turned into the Rue de 
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Poitiers^ a short street, already in shadow, and stopped in 
front of the high iron gates bearing the Padovani shield. 

All the shutters of the house were closed^ and there was 
a great chattering of birds in the garden. The Duchess 
had gone for the summer to Mousseaux. 

Freydet stood hesitating, with the huge envelope in his 
hand. He had expected to see the fair Antonia and give 
a graphic account of the duel, perhaps even to slip in a 
reference to his approaching candidature. 

Now, he could not make up his mind whether he should 
leave the letter, or deliver it himself a few days hence, 
when he went back to Clos^Jallanges. 

Eventually he decided to leave it^ and as he stepped 
back into the carriage, he said: 

"Poor fellow! He impressed upon me that the letter 
was urgent." 

"Quite so," said V^drine, as the landau carried them 
along the quays^ now beginning to glimmer with rows of 
yellow lights, to the meeting-place arranged with D'Athis' 
seconds. 

"Quite so," he repeated;" I don't know what the letter 
is about, but for him to take the trouble to write it at such 
a moment, it must be something very smart, something 
extremely ingenious and clever. Only there you are! 
Very urgent — and the Duchess has left." 

And pushing the end of his nose on one side between 
two fingers, he said with the utmost gravity: 

"That's what it is, you see." 

And so it was. The fatality which often seems to run 
through generations, and has its outward semblance in 
facial peculiarities, had made its appearance in Paul Astier's 
ill-luck. 

To be vanquished by a dilUtante club-man, — a vain 
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butterfly that hovered about society's candle, always escap- 
ing by a scratch, injury to its wings! 

Bah! 

The very idea was enough to prove a set back to his 
convalescence. 

Thus ended the duel. 

Thus, upon chance, the lives of at least four persons 
were veered off their accustomed course. 



CHAPTER XII. 

The sword- thrust, which had so nearly cost Paul Astier 
his life, made peace for the time between his parents. In 
the emotion produced by such a shock to his natural feel- 
ings, the father forgave all; and as for three weeks Madame 
Astier remained with her patient, coming home only on 
flying visits to fetch linen or change her dress^ there was 
no risk of the covert allusions and indirect reproaches, 
which will revive, even after forgiveness and reconciliation, 
the disagreement of husband and wife. 

And when Paul got well and went, at the urgent invita- 
tion of the Duchess, to Mousseaux, the return of this truly 
academic household^ if not to warm affection, at least to 
the equable temperature of the "cold bed/' was finally 
secured by its establishment in the Institute^ in the official 
lodgings vacated by Loisillon, whose widow, having been 
appointed manager of the school of Ecouen^ removed so 
quickly that the new secretary began to move in within a 
very few days of his election. 

It was not a long process to settle in rooms which they 

had surveyed for years with the minute exactness of envy 

and hope, till they knew the veiy utmost that could be 

made of every corner. The pieces of furniture from the 

Rue de Beaune fell into the arrangement so smartly, that it 

looked as if they were merely returning after a sojourn in 

the country, and finding their fixed habitat and natural 

place of adhesion by the marks of their own forms upon 

the floors or panels. 

(155) 
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The redecoration was limited to cleaning the room in 
which Loisillon died, and papering what had been the 
reception room of Villemain, and was now taken by Astier 
for his study, because there was a good light from the quiet 
court, and a lofty, bright little room immediately adjoining 
for his manuscripts, which were transferred there in three 
journeys of a cab, with the help of Fage, the bookbinder. 

Every morning, with a new delight, he enjoyed the con- 
venience of a "library" scarcely inferior to the Foreign 
Office, which he could enter without stooping or climbing 
a ladder. Of his kennel in the Rue d& Beaune^ he could 
not now think without anger and disgust. It is the nature 
of man to regard places in which he has felt pain with an 
obstinate and unforgiving dislike. We can reconcile our- 
selves to living creatures, which are capable of alteration ' 
and differences of aspect, but not to the stony unchange- 
ableness of things. 

Amid the pleasures of getting in, Astier-R6hu could 
forget his indignation at the offence of his wife, and even 
his grievances against Teyss^dre, who received orders to 
come every Wednesday morning as before. But at the 
mere remembrance of the slope-roofed den, into which he 
was lately banished for one day in each week^ the historian 
ground his teeth, and the jaw of "Crocodilus*' reappeared. 

Teyss^dre, incredible as it may be, was very little excited 
or impressed by the honor of polishing the monumental 
floors of the Palais Mazarin, and still shoved about the 
table^ papers, and numberless reports of the Pernwnent 
Secretary with the calm superiority of a citizen of Riom 
over a common fellow from *'Chauvagnat." 

Astier-R^hu, secretly uncomfortable under this crushing 
contempt, sometimes tried to make the savage feel the 
dignity of the place upon which his wax-cake was operating. 

"Teyss^dre/' said he to him one morningi ''this was the 
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reception-room of the great Villemain. Pray treat it 
accordingly." 

But he instantly offered satisfaction to the Arvemian's 
pride by saying weakly to Corentine : 

* 'Give the good man a glass of wine." 

The astonished Corentine brought it, and the polisher, 
leaning on his stick, emptied it at a draught, his pupils 
dilating with pleasure. Then he wiped his mouth with his 
sleeve, and setting down the glass with the mark of his 
greedy lips upon it, said: 

"Look you, Meuchieu Achtier, a glass of good wine is the 
only real good in life." 

There was such a ring of truth in his voice, such a sparkle 
of contentment in his eyes, that the Permanent Secretary, 
going back into his library, shut the door a little sharply. 

It was scarcely worth while to have scrambled from his 
low beginning to his present glory as head of literature, 
historian of the "House of Orleans,' ' and key-stone of the 
Acad^mie Fran9aise, if a glass of good wine could give to 
a boor a happiness worth it all. 

£ut the next minute, hearing the polisher say with a 
sneer to Corentine that "mooch 'e cared for the 'ception 
room of the great Villemain," Leonard Astier shrugged 
his shoulders, and at the thought of such ignorance his 
half-felt envy gave way to a deep and benign compassion. 

Meanwhile, Madame Astier, who had been brought up 
in the building, and recognized with remembrances of her 
childhooll every stone in the court and every step in the 
dusty and venerable Staircase B, felt as if she had at last 
got back to her home. She had, moreover, a sense far 
keener than her husband's of the material advantages of 
the place. Nothing to pay for rent^ for lighting, for fires, 
a great saving upon the parties of the winter season, to say 
nothing of the increase of income and the influential con- 
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nection, so particularly valuable in procuring orders for 
her beloved Paul. 

Madame Loisillon, in her time, when sounding the 
praises of her apartments at the Institute^ never failed to 
add with emphasis: 

*'I have entertained there even sovereigns." 

''Yes, in the little room," good Adelaide would answer 
tartly, drawing up her long neck. 

It was the fact that not unfrequently, after the prolonged 
fatigue of a Special Session, some great lady, a Royal 
Highness on her travels, or a leader influential in politics, 
would go upstairs to pay a little, particular visit to the wife 
of the Permanent Secretary. To this sort of Hospitality 
Madame Loisillon was indebted for her present appoint- 
ment as school manager, and Madame Astier would cer- 
tainly not be less clever than her predecessor in utilizing 
the convenience. 

The only drawback to her triumph was her quarrel with 
ihe Duchess, which made it impossible for her to follow 
Paul to Mousseaux. But an invitation, opportunely arriv- 
ing at this moment, enabled her to get as near to him as 
the house at Clos-Jallanges ; and she had hopes of recov- 
ering in time the favor of the fair Antonia, towards whom, 
when she saw her so kind to Paul, she began again to feel 
quite affectionate. 

Leonard could not leave Paris, having to work off the 
arrears of business left by Loisillon. He let his wife go, how- 
ever, and promised to come down to their friends for a few 
hours now and then, though in truth he was resolved not to 
separate himself from his beloved Institute. 

It was so comfortable and quiet! He had to attend two 
meetings in the week, just on the other side of the court — 
summer meetings, where a friendly party of five or six 
"tallymen" dozed at ease under the warm glass. The rest 
of the week he was entirely free, and the old man employed 
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it industriously in correcting the proofs of his "Galileo," 
which, finished at last, was to come out at the opening of 
the season, as well as a second edition of "The House of 
Orleans," improved to twice its value by the addition of 
new and unpublished documents. 

As the world grows old, history, which being but a col- 
lective memory of the race is liable to all the lapses, losses 
and weaknesses of memory in the individual, finds it ever 
more necessary to be fortified with authentic texts, and if it 
would escape the errors of senility, must refresh itself at 
the original springs. 

With what pride, therefore, with what enjoyment did 
Astier-R^hu, during those hot August days, revise the 
fresh and trustworthy information displayed in his beloved 
pages, as a preparation for returning them to his publisher, 
with the heading, on which, for the first time, appeared 
' beneath his name the words: 

^* Secretaire perpetuel de PAcademie Francaise:^ 

His eyes were not yet accustomed to the title, which 
dazzled him on each occasion, like the sun upon the white 
court-yard beneath his windows. It was the vast Second 
Court of the Institute, private and majestic, sileni:, but 
for sparrows or swallows passing rarely overhead, and 
consecrated by a bronze bust of Minerva with ten termini 
in a row against the back wall, over which rose the huge 
chimney of the adjoining Mint. 

Towards four o'clock, when the helmeted shadow of the 
bust was beginning to lengthen, the stiff, mechanical step 
of old Jean R^hu would be heard upon the flags. He 
lived over the Astiers, and went out regularly every day 
for a long walk» watched firom a respectful distance by a 
servant, whose arm he persistently refused. Within the 
barrier of his increasing deafness his faculties, under the 
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great heat of summer, had begun to give way, and espec- 
ially his memory, no .longer effectually guided by the 
reminding pins upon the lapels of his coat. He mixed 
his stories and lost himself, like old Livingstone in the 
marshes of Central Africa, among his recollections, where 
he scrambled and floundered till some one assisted him. 

Such a humiliation irritated his spleen, and he now 
therefore seldom spoke to anyone, but talked to himself as 
he went along, marking with a sudden stop and a shake of 
the head the end of an anecdote and the inevitable phrase: 

"That's a thing that I have seen." 

But he still carried himself upright, and was as fond "of a 
hoax as in the days of the Directory. It was his amuse- 
ment to impose abstinence from wine, abstinence from 
meat, and every lidiculous variety of regimen upon citi- 
zens enamored of life, crowds of whom wrote to him daily, 
asking by what diet he had so miraculously extended his. 

He would prescribe sometimes vegetables, milk, or 
cider, sometimes shell-fish exclusively, and meanwhile ate 
and drank without restriction, taking after each meal a 
siesta, and every evening a good turn up and down the 
floor, audible to Leonard Astier in the room below. 

Two months, August and September, had now elapsed 
since the Permanent Secretary came in — two full months 
of fruitful, delightful peace; such a pause in the climb of 
ambition as perhaps in all his life he had never enjoyed 
before. 

Madame Astier, still at Clos-Jallanges talked of return- 
ing soon; the sky of Paris showed the gray of the first 
fogs; the Academicians began to come home; the meet- 
ings were becoming less sociable; and Astier, during his 
working hours in the reception-room of the great Ville- 
main, found it no longer necessary to screen himself with 
blinds from the blazing reflection of the court. 

He was at his table one afternoon, writing to the worthy 
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Freydet a letter of good news about his candidature, when 
the old cracked door-bell was violently rung. 

Corentine had just gone out, so he went to the door, 
where he was confronted by Baron Hijchenard aiid Bos, 
the dealer in manuscripts. 

Bos dashed into the study wildly waving his arms, while 
breathless ejaculations flew out of his red tangle of beard 
and hair. 

** Forged! The documents are forged! I can prove it! I 
can prove it!" 

Astier-R^hu^ not understanding at first, looked at the 
Baron, who looked at the ceiling. But when he had 
picked up the meaning of the dealer's outcry — that the 
three autograph letters of Charles V., sold by Madame 
Astier to Bos, and by him transferred to Huchenard, were 
asserted not to be genuine — ^he said, with a disdainful 
smile, that he would readily purchase them, as he regarded 
them with a confidence not to be affected by any means 
whatsoever. 

"Allow me, Mr. Secretary, allow me. I would ask you," 
said Baron Huchenard, slowly unbuttoning his mackintosh 
as he spoke, and drawing the three documents out of a 
large envelope, **to observe this.'' 

The parchments were so changed as scarcely to seem 
the same; their smoky brown was bleached to a perfect 
whiteness; and upon each, clear and legible, in the middle 
of the page, below the signature of Charles V., was this 
mark, 

BB. 

Angouleme \ 

1836. 

*»lt was Delpech, the Professor of Chemistry, our learned 
colleague ot the Acad^mie des Sciences, who — " but of 
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the Baron's explanation nothing but a confused murmur 
reached poor Leonard. 

There was no color in his face, or a drop of blood left 
at the tips of the big, heavy fingers, in whose hold the 
three autographs shook. 

'*The 800/. shall be at your house this evening, M. 
Bos," he managed to say, at last, with what moisture was 
left in his mouth. 

Bos protested and appealed. The Baron had given him 
900/. 

''900/., then," said Astier-R^hu, making a great effort 
to show them out. 

But in the dimly-lighted hall he kept back his colleague, 
and begged him humbly, as a Member of the Academic 
des Inscriptions, and for the honor of the whole Institute, 
to say nothing of this unlucky affair. 

"Certainly, my dear sir, certainly, on .one condition." 

'*Name it, name it." 

^* You will shortly receive notice that I am a candidate 
for Loisillon's chair." 

The Secretary's answer was a firm clasp of hand in hand, 
which pledged the assistance of himself and his friends. 

Once alone, the unhappy man sank down before the 
table with its load of proofs, on which lay out-spread the 
three forged letters to Rabelais. He gazed at them 
blankly, and mechanically read, 

Maitre Rabelais, vous qu*avez V esprit fin et subtile J^ 

The characters seemed to go round and round in a 
mixture of ink, dissolved into broad blots of sulphate of 
iron, which, to his imagination went on spreading, till they 
reached his whole collection of originals, ten or twelve 
thousand, all unhappily got from the same quarter. 

Since these three were forged, what of his "Galileo?" — 
what of his * 'House of Orleans?" — the letter of Catherine 
II. which he had presented to the Grand Duke? — the letter 
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of Rotrou, which he had solemnly bestowed upon the 
Acad^mie? What? What? A spasm of energy brought 
him to his legs. 
Fage! He must at once see Fage! 



CHAPTER XIII. 

His dealings with the bookbinder had begun some years 
before, when the little man had come one day to the 
Library of the Foreign Office to request the opinion of its 
learned and illustrious Keeper respecting a letter from 
Marie de M^dicis to Pope Urban VIIL in favor of 
Galileo. 

It happened that Petit-Sdquard had just announced as 
forthcoming, among a series of shorty light volumes on 
history, entitled "Holiday Studies," a "Galileo" by Astier- 
R^hu of the Acad^mie Fran9aise. 

When therefore the Hbrarian's trained judgment had as- 
sured him that the MS. was genuine, and he was told that 
Fage possessed also the letter of the Pope in reply, a letter 
of thanks from Galileo to the Queen, and others, he con- 
ceived instantaneously the idea of writing, instead of the 
** slight trifle," a great historical work. 

But this probity suggesting at the same moment a doubt 
as to the source of these documents, he looked the dwarf 
steadily in the face, and after examining, as he would have 
examined an original, the long, pallid visage and the red- 
dened, blinking eye-Uds, said, with an inquisitorial snap of 
the jaw: 

"Are these manuscripts your own, M. Fage? 

**0h no, sir," said Fage. He was merely acting on 
behalf of a third person, an old maiden lady of good 
birth, who was obliged to part gradually with a very fine 

collection, which had belonged to the family ever since 

(164) ^ 
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Louis XVI. Nor had he been willing to act, till he had 
taken the opinion of a scholar of the highest learning and 
character. 

Now^ relying upon so competent a judgment, he should 
go to rich collectors, such as Baron Huchenard, for 
instance — but Astier-R6hu stopped him, saying: 

'*Do not trouble yourself. Bring nie all you have rela- 
ting to Galileo, I can dispose of it." 

People were coming in and taking their places at the 
little tables, the sort of people who prowl and hunt in 
libraries, colorless and taciturn as diggers from the mines, 
with an air as if they had themselves been dug up out of 
somewhere close and damp. **Come to my private room 
upstairs, not here," whispered the librarian in the big ear 
of the humpback as he moved away, displaying his gloves, 
oiled hair, and middle parting with the self-sufficiency often 
observable in his species. 

The collection of Mademoiselle du Mesnil-Case, a name 
disclosed by Albin Fage only under solemn promise of 
secrecy, proved to be an inexaustible treasure of papers 
relating to the sixteenth and seventeeth centuries, which 
threw all sorts of interesting lights upon the past, and 
sometimes by a word or date, overturned completely the 
established opinions about facts or persons. 

Whatever the price, Leonard Astier took and kept every 
one of the documents^ which almost always fitted in with 
his commenced or projected works. Without a shadow of 
doubt, he accepted the little man's account of the masses 
of originals that were still accumulating dust in the attic 
of an ancient mansion at M^nili;pontant. If^ after some 
venomous criticism from *'the first collector in France," 
his trust was slighdy disturbed, the suspicion could not but 
vanish when the bookbinder, seated at his table or water- 
ing his vegetables in the quiet, grass-grown yard, met it 
with perfect composure, and offered in particular a quite 
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natural explanation of certain marks of erasure and restor- 
ation, visible on some of the pages, as due to the sub- 
mergence of the collection in sea water, when it was sent 
to England during the emigration. 

After this fresh assurance, Astier-R^hu would go back 
to the gate with a lively step, carrying off each time a 
purchase for which he had given, according to its historical 
value, a check for twenty, forty^ or even as much as eighty 
pounds. 

These extravagances, unsuspected as yet by those 
around him, were prompted^ whatever he might say to 
quiet his conscience, not so much by the motives of <he 
historian as by those of the collector. This, even in a 
place so ill-adapted for seeing and hearing as the attic in 
the Rue de Beaune, where the bargains were usually struck, 
would have been patent to any observer. 

The tone of pretended indifference, the "Let me see" 
muttered with dry lips, the quivering of the covetous 
fingers, marked the progress from passion to mania, the 
growth of the hard and selfish cyst, which was feeding its 
monstrous size upon the ruin of the whole organism. 

Astier was becoming the intractable Harpagon of the 
stage, pitiless to others as to himself, bewailing his poverty 
and riding in the omnibus, while in two years nearly 6,400/. 
of his savings dropped secretly into the pocket of the 
humpback. 

To account to Madame Astier, Corentine, and Teys- 
sedre for the frequent visits of the little man, he received 
from the Academician pamphlets to bind, which he took 
away and brought back ostentatiously. They corresponded 
by a sort of private code. 

Fage would write on a post-card: 

"I have some new tooling to show you, sixteenth cen- 
tury, in good condition and rare." 

Astier would temporize: 
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"Not wanted, thanks. Perhaps later." 

Then would come: 

"My dear Sir, do not think of it. I will try elsewhere," 
and to this the Academician invariably answered; 

''Early to-morrow morning. Bring the tooling." 

Here was the torment of the collector's pleasure. He 
must buy and buy, or else let pass to Bos^ Huchenard, or 
some other rival, the treasures of M^nilmontant. Some- 
times the thought of the time when money must fail would 
put him into a grim rage, and infuriated by the calm, self- 
satisfied countenance of the dwsrf, he would exclaim: 

"More than 6^400/. in two years! And still you say the 
lady is in want of money! How on earth does she get rid 
of it?" 

At such moments he longed for the death of the old 
maid, the annihilation of the bookbinder, even a war, rev- 
olution, or general catastrophe, which might swallow up 
both the treasure and the relentlesss speculators who 
worked it. 

And now the catastrophe was indeed near, not the catas- 
trophe desired, for destiny never finds to her hand pre- 
cisely the thing we ask for, but a turn of things so sudden 
and appalling as to threaten his work, his honor, fortune, 
fame, and all that he was and all that he had. 

As he strode away towards the Caur des Comptes, deadly 
pale and talking to himself, the booksellers and print- 
dealers along the quay scarcely recognized the Astier- 
R^hu who, instead of looking right into the shop for a 
bow, now passed them without recognition. 

To him neither person nor thing was visible. In imagi- 
nation he was grasping the humpback by the throat, shak- 
ing him by his pin-bespangled scarf, and thrusting under 
his nose the autographs dishonored by the chemistry of 
Dtlpech, with the question: 

"Now then, what is your answer to that?" 
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When he reached the Rue de Lille^ he dashed through 
the door of rough planks in the fence which surrounds the 
ruins, went up the steps, and rang the bell once and again. 
He was struck by the gloomy look of the building, now 
that no flowers or greenery covered the nakedness of the 
gaping, crumbling masonry and the confusion of the twisted 
iron-work and leafless creepers. 

The sound of pattens came slowly across the chilly, 
court, and the janitress appeared, a solid woman, who, 
broom in hand and without opening the gate, 'said: 

"You want the bookbinder; but he isn't here now." 

"Not here!" 

Yes, Fage had gone and left no address. In fact, she 
was just cleaning up the cottage for the man who was to 
have the appointment to the Cour des Comptes, which Fage 
had resigned. 

Astier-R^hu, for appearance's sake, stammered out a 
word or two, but his voice was lost in the harsh and 
mournful cries of a great flight of black birds, which made 
the arches echo as they descended upon the court. 

"Why, here are the Duchess' rooks!" said the woman, 
with a respectful wave of thehand towards the bare plane- 
trees of the H6tel Padovani, visible over the roof oppo- 
site. "They are come before the Duchess this year, and 
that means an early winter!" 

He went away, with horror deeply set in his heart. 

What was to be done? 

Disgrace! disgrace! 

Was this work of a lifetime thus to end ingloriously? 

Duped! Duped! 

What was to be done? 

He reeled back, rather than walked, to his abode; his 
brain whirled around and around in incessant confusion. 

He saw the future loom up before his distorted vision as 
a huge stone- wall barring the way of a thirsty traveller. 
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How to overcome it? 

The prospect of fadng the world, the critics — and the 
Acad^mie! — almost unmanned him, and his quaking knees 
all but sank under him. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

The day following the duel, after which event she 
desired to appear and present a smiling exterior in spite 
of the severe blow; and to give to society women a 
supreme lesson in propriety, Duchess Padovani had 
departed for Mousseaux in accordance with her usual 
custom at this time of the year. 

There was no change in the outer aspect of her life. 
Her invitations, which had already been sent out, were 
not recalled by her, but before the arrival of the first party 
of guests, and during the lonesomeness of the few days 
which she usually devoted to preparatory details for their 
reception, from mom till night she roamed about the 
park at Mousseaux, as far as the eye could reach, oh both 
sides of the Loire, like a hunted, wounded beast thai 
snorted and started under the pursuer's aim. 

She would stop for a moment, exhausted with fatigue^ and 
then bound away once more at a fresh outburst of her 
despair. 

"Coward! Wretch! Scoundrel!" 

She heaped invective vituperation upon the absent one 
as if he were by her side calmly promenading the maze of 
verdant walks which led down to the river's brink, fringed 
with long stretches of sombre bushes. 

Notwithstanding the Duchess was mortal, and withal 
human, she bore up under her despair less strongly, per- 
haps, than she curbed her anger, for pride proclaimed itself 
in her more potent than all else^ and the few tears which 

(X70) 
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arose to her eyes did not gush forth^ overflow and crackle 
in tips of fire. 

She would be revenged! Yes, revenged! 

She racked her brain for some horrible plan, going so 
far as to picture one of her keepers, 'Bertoli or Salviato, 
shooting him in the forehead on his wedding day. 

But no; that would not do. Why not herself strike the 
blow, and feel the gloating of retribution tingle in her arm? 

She would send some persons to lie in wait for the man^ 
at the church door to dash a vial of vitriol in his face, 
while she poured forth a volley of scorching denunciations. 

Oh! why could she not think of some terrible punish- 
ment that would appease her lacerated feelings, of some 
dire evil to mete out to the traitor and his hated compan- 
ion, whom the Duchess continually saw before her eyes, 
with that weak, insinuating smile and that timid look which 
her face had worn the last time they met. 

But notwithstanding her Corsican descent, the Duchess 
was not well versed in the vendetta art which characterizes 
her race, and when she cried: 

**Coward! Wretch! Scoundrel!" her pretty mouth 
twisted itself in a futile display of rage. 

In the evening, after she had finished her solitary repast 
in the immense dining-room, upholstered in antique leather 
that glinted in the dying rays of the stm, she resumed her 
roaming, stag-like course again. 

At one time she resorted to the balcony overhanging the 
stream, so oddly restored by Paul Astier, with its inter- 
woven lace-work and its two beautiful turrets projecting 
high above. 

Below, the Loire, stretched out like a lake, reflected 
glittering sparkles of bright silver — the last vestige of the 
expiring day; and beyond, towards Chaumont, the little 
black islands stood forth in the soft haze. 

But the landscape was not for her, poor Mari' Anto, 
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when, fatigued with roaming over the terrace, in her 
anguish she leaned upon her elbows over the balustrade 
with her gaze lost in nothingness. 

Her life now seemed to her desolate and aimless; it was 
difficult to begin anew at her advanced age. A chorus of 
shrill voices came up from Mousseaux, from the low houses 
upon the causeway; and the landing of a boat creaked in 
the freshening^ night-air. 

V How easy it would have been merely to lean forward 
from her reckless posture, and throw herself headlong over 

! But what would the world say? A woman of her 

years, of her rank, to commit the suicide of a common 
strumpet! 

On the third day, Paul's note arrived; and contempor- 
aneously, there appeared in the papers a full and graphic 
account of the duel. 

The news affected her like the pressure of a warm em- 
brace. There was still some one who loved her; who was 
ready to avenge her at the risk of his life! 

This did not, in her eyes, signify a display of love: 
merely the affection which accompanies gratitude, or the 
remembrance of kind services rendered to this young man 
and to his family. It might even have been done way by 
of reparation for the traitorous attitude of the mother. 

Noble boy! Generous fellow! 

She would have repaired to Paris immediately, but as 
her guests were now being announced, she could do no 
more than dispatch a few lines to him, and send to his aid 
her own physician. 

Hourly the arrivals made their appearances; some from 
Blois and some from Onzain, Mousseaux being situated at 
an equal distance between these two stations. 

The landau, the barouche and two large "breaks" 
deposited at the court of honor, amid the strokes of the 
chimes, notable denizens of Rue de Poitiers^ academicians 
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and diplomats; Count and Countess de Foder, the 
Br^tignys, Count and Vicount, the latter the secretary of 
the embassy; Monsieur and Madame Desmini^res, Lani- 
boire, the philosopher, who came to the chateau to write 
up his estimate upon the "price of virtue"; the young critic - 
of Shelly, quite taken up with the Padovani salon\ and 
Danjou, the good Danjou, all by himself, without his 
wife — ^invited nevertheless, but who was busying her wits 
with matters whicff were roaming around under the ciurls 
of a brand-new wig. 

Then the programme was inaugurated as in former 
years. In the morning, visits, working about. the rooms, 
a light meal, an assembling, and siestas; then when the 
heat of the day had abated, long carriage-rides over the 
. woody country, or rows upon the river in the light boat 
that was moored at the end of the park. 

Sometimes lunch was taken upon one of the small isles, 
or they would go in a party to gaze wonderingly at the 
fruit-baskets always overflowing with delicious fruit, the 
gardener having taken care the night previous to each 
excursion to load them up. 

On their return, full dress toilet for dinner had to be 
made, after which the men smoked over a game of billiards, 
or came to the gallery and the wonderful salon, which was 
the ancient "council hall" of Catherine de Medici. 

Here were to be seen tapestries in full detail, descriptive 
of the amours of Dido and her despair, just prior to the 
flight of the gallant Trojans. It was a strange and iron- 
ical coincidence to actuality, but nobody commented 
upon it. 

There was a striking contrast, nevertheless, between the 
tragic madness of the abandoned queen, with arms aloft 
and tearful eyes, and the satisfied smile with which the 
Duchess presided over the gatheringis at the chiteau, 
maintaining her sovereignty over the ladies present, for 
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whom she set the pattern and style of dresses and the 
"fad" of reading. 

She joined as well in Laniboire's discussions with the 
young critic, as in the debates between Desminieres and 
Danjou upon the candidates and their chances. for the 
chair left vacant by Loisillon. 

Truly, if the Prince d'Athis could have seen her at these 
times, the **false and perjured" Sammy, who was in every- 
one's mind^ but of whom no one made mention, his 
self-pride must have experienced a sharp twinge at the 
imperceptible void which his absence created in the life of 
this woman. 

Only three window-blinds remained closed throughout 
the length and breadth of ^Jiis royal mansion of Mousseaux, 
where all was lively aji0r^in an uproar; and they were 
located in what was cstlled the "prince's wing." 

"She takes it pretty coolly," rerdSil^isd Danjou, on the 
first evening; but the little Countess de Foder whose tiny 
pointed nose was all worked up with curiosity over a net- 
work of lace; the sentimental Madame Desminieres, who, 
although predisposed to gossip and confidences, did not, 
either of them, have the courage to discuss the matter. 

In reality, these two women regarded the Duchess with 
the same interest they would have witnessed a very 
affecting drama. To the gentlemen, on the contrary, the 
serenity of the modern Ariadne seemed like encourage- 
ment to the open succession. 

It was the significative change in the Duchess' de- 
meanor, the attitude of all, or nearly all, of those around 
her, attitudes of the utmost freedom, and the endeavor to 
please her; a sort of dangling around her arm-chair, which 
showed it was the woman and no longer her influence that 
was the attraction. Truly, Maria Antonia never looked pret- 
tier. Her entrance into the dining-room, the dull splendor 
of her complexion and of her shoulders — ^in full summery 
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decolletage — ^rendered the table about her conspicuous, even 
when the Marquise de Roca-Nera was there, having come 
from her neighboring chateau upon the other bank of the 
Loire. The Marquise was younger, but who would have • 
thought so on lo6king at them together? 

So it came to pass that the beautiful Antonia became, 
upon the brutal departure of her swain, the indisputed 
central charm, the mysterious proxy of His Satanic Maj- 
esty, the attraction of whose superheated domains so many 
men allow to lure them on to destruction. 

The philosophic Laniboire, who was engaged on his 
report upon the ''price of virtue," fell a passive slave to 
this insidious and dire attraction. A widower of ripe age, 
with wrinkled cheeks and sour features, he tried to subju- 
gate the affections of the mistress ^f the chateau by calling 
into requisition a display of sportive and manly graces, 
which resulted in a series of mishaps. 

One day, while in a boat, and wishing to wield the oars 
so that the swelling of his biceps might be visible, he fell 
ignominiously into the Loire. 

Another time, while he was wheeling and prancing about 
in the proximity of the door of the landau, his steed 
squeezed his legs so severely against the carriage wheel 
that he was obliged to be nursed and poulticed for several 
days in his room. 

But it was in the salon that he was seen to the best ad- 
vantage, ''dancing in front of the ark," to use Danjou's 
expression — bending and spreading out his clumsy form, 
challenging to a single, dialectic combat the young critic, 
a fierce-looking pessimist, aged twenty-three years, whom* 
the old philosopher crushed with his imperturbable 
optimism. 

He had his reasons for holding life to be dear and even 
excellent, had philosopher Laniboire, whose wife had died 
of a sickness contracted at the bed-side of her children, 
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both of whom followed their mother to the grave shortly 
after. 

And. always in his dithyrambics in favor of existence, 
the good man closed the exposition of his doctrine by a 
sort of tableau, an approving gesture towards the low-cut 
corsage of the Duchess, Avith the remark: 

*'Can anybody find life wretched in the presence of 
such shoulders!" 

The young critic, in his turn, made his argument in a 
most subtle, and not less ill*timed manner. 

Being a great admirer of the Prince d'Athis, and still of 
that susceptible age, which interprets admiration to mean 
imitation, ever since his entree into society he had aped 
Sammy's attitudes, his walk and even the motions of his 
head, and even cultivated his bent back and his smister 
smile, always indicative of foreboding silence. 

Now he accentuated this resemblance in the details of 
his dress; from the manner of pinning his cravat at the 
opening of his collar, to the tawny check of his English- 
cut trousers. 

Unfortunately, the fact thaj he had too much hair on his 
head, and not a sign of a beard on his face, had the effect 
of causing his feeble efforts to fall far short of their mark, 
for the former mistress of the prince was as indifferent to 
his English check as to the languishing ogling of Br^tigny, 
fits, or to the vigorous pressure of Br^tigny, pere, when he 
he took her arm to escort her to the table. 

The only effect this had was to keep about her a fawning, 
active and servile atmosphere, to which D'Athis had long 
accustomed her, even to the extent of carrying out, ad 
nauseam^ his cringing presence; and the pride of the 
woman felt less keenly the loss of the absconder. 

Among all these pretenders, Danjou alone maintained 
an attitude of secrecy. He amused the Duchess with his 
stage remarks, making her laugh — a thing in which he 

♦ 
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succeeded very well with certain ladies. At length, he 
considered that the Duchess was sufficiently prepared for 
the ordeal. 

One morning, as she was starting upon her lonely 
promenade across the park, accompanied by her dogs; 
upon one of those walks, when, in the solitude of the 
copse amid the awakening of the birds, she tried to curb 
her anger, and allay it by distracting her attention in the 
watering of the lawns or clipping the branches — suddenly, 
in the turn of the path, Danjou appeared. 

Now was the time to strike! 

He was completely arrayed in white flannel; his panta- 
loons were stufled into his boots; his beard trimmed, and 
he was seeking for material to complete the denouement of 
a play in three acts, which the French people were expect- 
ing from him the coming winter season. Title: Les Appar- 
ences. Theme, hackneyed and quite gloomy — all of which 
was written, with the exception of the last scene. 

**Ah! let us go together," she said, gaily, cracking the 
long whip with its short handle, and blowing a silver whistle 
which she used to call her hounds. 

No sooner had they taken the first steps than Danjou 
began his avowal of love. He spoke of the sadness that a 
single life would have for him, and he finally offered him- 
self bluntly and cynically, in a manner peculiarly Danjou's. 

The Duchess fell back with a quick and haughty move- 
ment of her head; took a firmer grasp on the short whip- 
handle, as if ready to lash the insulter who dared to treat 
her in such a manner. 

But the slander which wounded her dignity was a tribute 
to her beauty, and in the momentary redness of her cheeks 
was portrayed as much of pleasure as of indignation. 

Danjou, nevertheless, persisted. 

He pressed his suit with ardor, and endeavored tc fas- 
cinate her by the grandiloquence of his remarks^ affecting 
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to treat the matter less as an affair of the heart than as an 
alliance of interests and a union for mental improvement. 

Why, a man such as he was, and a woman of her worth, 
would hold the attention of the whole world! 

**I thank you very much, my dear Danjou; and I fully 
appreciate the force of your reasoning, but I am very 
sorry'* — and with a disdainful gesture, unaccompanied by 
words, which pointed out to the author the sombre road 
he was to follow, said: 

"Search out your own denouement; I am going in." 

He stood rooted to the spot, greatly disconcerted, and 
looking at her retreating form with its long stride and 
graceful step. 

How captivating she was! 

"Can I not even be your "zebra?" he asks, plaintively. 

She turns around, and with elevated eyebrows, rejoins: 

"Oh, yes, that's so; the post is vacant," She thinks of 
Lavaux, that ungracious fellow for whom she had done so 
much. 

And without a smile, in a low voice, she said: 

*'Be my 'zebra,' if you like." 

Then she disappeared behind a bush of superb yellow 
roses in too full bloom, of which the first sharp breath of 
wind would scatter its leaves. 

He ought to have been highly complimented that the 
proud Mari' Anto had listened to him until he had finished. 
Probably no man — not even the Prince — had ever spoken 
thus to her. 

Prolific in hope and animation, and stirred up as he was 
by the pretty passages which he had just skillfully impro- 
vised, the dramatist was not long in discovering material 
for his last scene. 

He was on the point of going upstairs to make a sketch 
of it before breakfast, when he paused, as through the 
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trees he saw the large windows of the Prince's apartments 
open to the broad sunlight. 

For whom the preparations? What favorite would be 
honored with such a sumptuous and comfortable installa- 
tion with his windows looking out upon th& Loire and the 
park? 

He told himself who it was, and became once mr^re 
reassured. 

It was for the architect of the Duchess, who had been 
brought to the chateau to convalesce. 

In .view of the close bonds of intimacy which united the 
Astiers and the mistress of the chateau, what more natural 
than that Paul should receive the welcome of a son 
returned home, as it were, to Mousseaux, where a portion 
of his skill was to be seen. 

Yet, when the newly arrived guest came in to breakfast, 
his handsome, refined features, to which the white of a 
China-silk handkerchief lent a ghostly hue, the recollection 
of the duel, of his wound, and the romantic ideas attached 
to the whole affair, seemed to make a vivid impression 
upon the kdies; and the Duchess herself favored him with 
so many attentions, and showered* upon him so many affec- 
tionate glances, that the good Danjou, who Was one of 
those terribly envious fellows, to whom every advantage of 
a rival seems an outrage and almost a robbery, experienced 
a pang of gnawing jealousy. 

With his eyes upon his plate, and profiting by his place 
of honor, he began in a low voice the extermination of the 
good-looking, young fellow, who was unfortunately cut off 
from hearing by that maternal nose of his. 

He scoffed at the duel, ridiculed the wound, and poked 
fun at Paul's reputation at the fencing halls, which a punc- 
ture had burst on the first meeting. 

He added, though he hesitated in saying: 
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"It was only a sham battle, you know; a little playfbl 
quarrel between them. A woman was at the bottom — " 

^*0f the duel; do you think so?" 

He nodded his head. 

*'I am certain of it." And delighted with his huge 
craftiness, he proceeded to dazzle the table with his 
remarks and anecdotes with which he always came pro- 
vided, like his mechanical pocket-lighter. 

At this game, Paul Astier was not an adept; and the 
feminine sympathy forthwith lent its attention to the inim- 
itable story-teller, especially when he made the announce- 
ment that, as he had found his denouement, and so 
completed his play, he would read it in the salon during 
the afternoon, when it was too warm to go without. 

A cry from all the ladies followed; they declared that this 
unique diversion in the long day's monotony was a splen- 
did idea — a rare treat. 

It would furnish another inestimable privilege to them, 
who already were so proud to be able to date from 
"Mousseaux" their letters tl) absent friends; and they now 
would have the ecstatic opportunity of describing a play 
of Danjou's now in preparation and yet unacted, read to 
them by Danjou himself. 

Then, also, they would be able to say this winter, when 
the piece was put on: 

**Danjou's play! Why, I know what it is all about. 
He himself read it to us at the chateau of ,*' etc. 

As they were leaving the table, under the exhilaration of 
this piece of good news, the Duchess approached Paul 
Astier, and taking hold of his arm in her slightly arbitrary 
way, said to him: 

"Let us go for a walk in the gallery; it is suffocating 
here." 

The atmosphere was indeed heavy, even at this altitude, 
where the Loire was covered, so to speak, like a boiling 
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vat, with green scum, which it gathered from its banks and 
accumulated from the half-submerged islets. 

She led the young man quite to the end of the last arch., 
well out of reach of the smokers, and taking his hands, 
asked: 

"So it was on my account that the duel took place?" 

"For you, Duchess,'' and the delicate lips added: 

"And all is not yet ended; we resume our ." 

"Will you be quiet, you unlucky boy!" 

She checked him at the approach of a prowling, curious 
step. 

"Danjou!" 

"Duchess " 

"My fan — I have left it at my place at the table — ^will 
you — ^would you kindly — " 

And when he was out of hearing: 

"I forbid you, Paul; you should not fight with such a 
miserable fellow." 

"Ah, if we were alone, if I could tell you — " 

There was in the trembling voice and hands, an indica- 
tion of ecstatic joy which surprised Paul Astier. At the 
end of a month he expected to find her more submissive. 
This was a deception which he interpreted as meaning an 
irresistible: 

"I love you: I have always loved you," which had 
been prepared for the first explanation lJ>n his arrival. 

He was confining himself to a narrative about the duel 
in which she seemed very much interested, when the Aca- 
demician brought the fan to her. 

"Good zebra, Monsieur Danjou/' said she, thanking 
him. 

The other made a little twist of his mouth, and in the 
same tone, replied: 



i82 ONE OF THE ''EOFTVr 

^*Yes, but I must have the promise of advancement 
without which " 

"Are you going impose a condition?" 

She corrected him with a light tap of her fan, and with 
the view of putting him in good humor for his reading, she 
returned on his arm to the salon where the manuscript was 
exposed to view upon a handsome card-tab'e directly in 
the light of a large window, half-opening upon the blossom- 
ing verdure and the woody clumps in the park. 

^''Les Apparences; a play in three acts. Cast of charac- 
ters " 

All the ladies formed as close a circle as possible, and 
huddled together in a nervous manner that seemed to give 
them the expectation of pleasure. 

Danjou read in the true fashion of a strolling player like 
Picheral, took occasionally a sip in the edge of his glass of 
water to moisten his lips, and as he completed each page, 
plastered from top to bottom with his minute handwriting, 
he let it fall carelessly at his feet upon the carpet. 

Each time Madame de Foder, who was a stranger in the 
presence of celebrated men, bent over noiselessly, picked 
up the fallen sheets and placed it with great veneration 
upon an arm-chair at her side. 

A neat and calculating trick it was, that brought her 
into close relation with the master-mind, arid blended her 
being in his work^ as if Liszt or Rubinstein were at the 
piano and she was turning the leaves of the score. 

All went well up to the end of the first act. It was an 
amusing and scintillating dialogue that was greeted by a 
series of little shrieks, unrestrained laughter and enthusi- 
as,tic "bravos." 

Then, after a long pause, during which could be heard 
the buzzing, vibrating noise of insects among the high 
trees in the fastnesses of the park, the reader resumed, 
tugging at his moustache as he did so: 
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*Act second: the scene discloses — ^'^ 

But his voice changed, and almost failed him. 

He had just noticed that there was an empty seat in the 
first row of the ladies, precisely the chair which Antonia 
had occupied. His eye gazed through his spectacles 
around the roomy salon, filled with green shrubs an4 folding 
screens, which some his auditors placed the better to listen 
or to steep, in a way that suited their fancy. ^^ 

Finally, during one of his frequent and methodical stops, 
which his glass of water afforded him, a whispering and 
the sheen of a white dress, attracted his attention, and 
there, in the rear, upon a divan, sat the Duchess, with 
Paul Astier at her side^ continuing the conversa' ion that 
had been disturbed in the gallery. 

For a fellow as spoiled as Danjou was with every kind of 
success, this insult was intolerable. 

Nevertheless, he had sufficient courage to continue with 
his act, flinging the pages down with some force upon the 
carpet, and compelling little Madame de Foder to go 
down on all fours to gather them up. 

At length, as the whispering gave no sign of ceasing, he 
broke off reading, alleging as an excuse a sudden hoarse- 
ness which obliged him to postpone the rest for the next 
day. 

And all this while, the Duchess had been drinking in the 
story of the duel of which she never seemed to tire. Be- 
lieving that the play was finished, she clapped her little 
hands vigorously, and cried out: 

**Bravo, Danjou; that was a strong denouement ^'^ 

That evening, the great man took sick with^ or at least 
feigned, a bilious attack, and left Mousseaux at daybreak 
without seeing anybody. 

Was this pure pique on the author's part? Did he act- 
ually suppose that young Astier was going to replace the 
Prince? 
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At all events, eight days after Danjou's departure Paul 
had yet to utter his first tender word. The Duchess 
accompanied him everywhere, and bestowed careful atten- 
tion to his wants, attentions almost maternal. He was 
asked about his health; whether it was not too warm for 
him in the tower, exposed as it was to the mid-day sun; or 
if the jarrjng of the landau did not annoy him; or, again, 
whether it was not too late to remain on the water. 

But whenever he essayed words of love, she passed it 
off quickly as if she did not comprehend. 

Yet she was far different from the proud Antpnia of 
former years. Then haughty and rigid, she was wont to 
indicate the magnitude of Hitle indiscretions merely by a 
contraction of her eye-brows, like a river secure in its 
banks. 

Now, however, the bank was giving way, exposing to 
view a fissure through which rushed forth the true nature 
of the woman. 

She seemed to brook no longer the usages and conven- 
tionalities at other times so religiously observed by her, 
and she found herself wishing (or a change of scene and 
indulging in extravagant diversions. 

Hans for fetes, illuminations, grand hunts in the autumn, 
which she herself should lead, were made; though she had 
not been on horse-back for some years. 
. The gallant young man closely watched the phases of 
this agitation, and surveyed everything with an eye as keen 
as that of a sparrow-hawk, firmly resolved to profit by 
example, and not to dally around for two years as he did 
with Colette de Rosen. 

Ah! What a fool he had been in that matter. 
He shivered when his mind reverted to the subject. 
And to think that the prize he had sought to win with 
ail his persuasive art, was now beyond his reach. 
That Prince d'Athis was the successful aspirant ^all^d 
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his pride and vanity even more than the thought of his 
loss created a crushing sense of disappointment. 

He would be unusually wary ai^l cautious in the pur- 
suit of this new game. 

Time, alone, could prove whether his efforts would be as 
futile. 



CHAPTER XV. 

The party broke up at an early hour that evening, after 
a fatiguing day's ride in carriages on an exploration. 

Paul returned to his room, and, arrayed in a coat, silk 
overshirt, and pantaloons, with a good cigar between his 
lips, he wrote to his mother, selecting and weighing his 
words with scrupulous care. 

It was necessary that he should persuade his mother, 
who was then sojourning at Clos-Jallanges, and continually 
turning her eyes anxiously towards the horizon in the direc- 
tion of the bend in the river, towards the four towers of 
Mousseaux, that there was no reconciliation to be expected 
on the Duchess' part; not even the thought of the short- 
est possible interview was for a moment to be entertained. 

Great heavens! what a botch his mother had made of 
his amour with CoUette! 

He loved her far more when she was not concerning 
herself with his personal affairs. 

He also reminded her of a note which was payable at 
the end of the month, and of her promise to send to his 
man, Stenne, who remained all alone at Rue Forttmy^ some 
funds to protect his Louis XH furniture against creditors' 
levies. 

If Sammy's money failed him, he would borrow from 
Freydet, who surely would not refuse to advance him 
money for a few days. This very morning's papers of 

Paris, contained in their foreign correspondence, an 

(186) 
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account of the wedding of our Ambassador to St. Peters- 
burg, mentioning the presence of the Grand Duke, des- 
cribing the toilettes of the ladies, the name of the Polish 
bishop who had blessed the newly wedded couple. 

And "Mamtna" could then picture how the breakfast at 
Mousseaux passed off under the oppressive sense of the 
news which each one well knew, and which the mistress of 
the domicile read plainly in the eyes of her invited guests, 
and in the shallow attempts to speak of other things. 

The meal progressed in strange silence. The wretched 
Duchess, on leaving the table, felt the need of exercise, 
and despite the stiffling heat, ordered three carriages to be 
made ready to convey the whole party to the chateau of 
Poissonniere where the poet Ronsard was born. A six 
miles route in the hot sun, in a dry, white dust, and all for 
the gratification of hearing that disagreeable Laniboire, 
elevated on a pedestal as dilapidated as himself, blurt 
out: 

"Come, my pretty one, let us away to the rose." 

On the way back, a visit was paid to a farmers' orphan- 
age endowed by the Duchess Padovani. 

»* Mamma" ought to learn, without doubt, of the result 
of his inspection of the bed-rooms, the laundry, the imple- 
ments of husbandry, and the different kinds of books. 
With the latter articles he was disgusted; they bored him 
exceedingly, as also did Laniljoire, who argued the young 
farmers, whose unfortunate heads were destined to adorn 
#;onvict-caps, into a belief that life was quite well worth 
living. 

The day ended with a wearisome stop at one of the tall 
furnaces near Onzain, where a half-hour was spent in the 
warm rays of the setting sun, amid the smoke and fumes 
of charcoal which issued forth in dense clouds from three 
enormous brick-kilns; in stumbling across the rails, and in 
dodging the little carts and shovels heaped with the incan- 
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descent product, shaped in huge blocks spluttering with 
fire, like sections of crimson ice in process of melting. 

During all this time^ the Duchess, who seemed energetic 
and indefatigable, saw nothing and heard nothing, but hung 
on the arm of Br^tigny, pert, with whom shp appeared to 
be engaged in discussion with much relish,although she cared 
no more for the forges and the tall furnaces than she did 
for the poet, Ronsard^ or the farmers' orphanage. 



Paul arrived at this point in his letter to his mother. He 
was especially devoting himself, in order to lessen the 
anxious pangs that his mother might feel, to a painstaking 
picture of the terribly tedious existence at Mousseaux this 
year, when a light .tap was heard at his door. 

He thought immediately of the young critic, of Br^tigny 
fUs\ and even of Laniboire, who for some time since was 
in a state of great excitement, all of whom frequently 
spent the evening in his chamber, which was the largest 
and most accessible in the house, with a cosey smoking- 
room attached. 

He was much ^tonished, on opening the door and 
looking up and down the whole length of the first-story 
hall, bathed in its colored light, to find it quiet and empty 
to its farthest limits. His eye searched even the keeper's 
quarters, where a moon-beam cut the sharp outline of the 
statuary. 

He returned to his seat — the knock was repeated. 

This time it proceeded from the smoking-room, whjch 
was separated by a small door hung with a portiere, and 
connected to the Duchess' apartments by means of a 
narrow way built in the center of the tower. 

This arrangement, which had been made prior to the 
teconstruction at Mousseaux^ was unknown to him; and 
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then^ as he suddenly remembered that during certain con- 
versations between the gentlemen the last few days, par- 
ticularly when Father Laniboire was relating some of his 
rather questional^e stories, that practical joker would 
enjoin: 

•*Moses! I wonder if she heard us!" • 

The bolt fiew back, and the Duchess passed by him 
without a word, and placed upon the tabW, at which he 
had been writing, a bundle of yellow-stained papers, which 
caused her well-shaped hand to tremble nervously. 

"I wish your advice," she said in a serious tone. "You 
are my friend, and I have confidence only in you." 

What did the unhappy woman want of him? 

His eager^ cautious, anxious stare did not escape her as it 
wandered from the letter imprudently lying open upon the 
table — easily read if had so desired — to her bonny arms 
which were visible under her long, lace dressing-gown, and 
to her thick plaits already bound up for the night. 

The thought occurred to him: 

**I wonder what she is up to. What can she have come 
for?" 

Then, in a high pitch of anger and a furious eddying of 
bitterness, which had been smothering her since morning, 
she burst forth in loud^ but short sentences: 

"A few days before your arrival, he sent Lavaux to me 
— yes, he dared — to ask the return — of his letters, I 
greeted him with such coolness that he will not care to 
return. He may have his letters; but these are what he 
wants." 

She proffered him the package which told the story of 
the rise and fkll of their love, and contained the evidence 
of how mnch that man had cost her, and what she had 
paid to drag him out of the mire. 

"Don't be afraid; take it and look over it. You will 
find it very curiously instructive. • 
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And while he stood fondling this odd batch of papers, 
scented ^vith the perfume of her person, but worthier by 
far of a place in the window of Bos' shop; bills from 
vendors of curios for doubtful compositions; from fanciers 
of ornaments, tailors, builders of yachts, from dealers of 
Tourafiian champagnes, drafts for a hundred thousand 
francs sent to noted women long since dead, disappeared, 
or richly married, receipts of hotel-keepers, club-waiters: 
all forms of Parisian credit, and the liquidation of the ex- 
penses of a fast liver. 

While Paul still gazed at them stupidly, Man' Anto 
grumbled, in an undertone: 

"Dearer than the entire reconstruction of Mousseaux, 
you perceive, was the resurrection of this gentleman. I 
have kept that bundle 'in a chiffonnier iox some years, be- 
cause I keep everything. But as Cod is my witness, I 
swear that I never expected thus to make use of them. 
But now my mind has changed. He is rich — I want my 
money and the interest for it If I do not get it, I shall 
sue him — am I not right?" 

**A hundred times right; but — " 

He toyed with the point of his blond beard, and con- 
tinued: 

'' — but was not the Prince d'Athis legally entifled to sign 
these notes? 

*^es, yes, I know — that's what Br^tigny told me; for 
not accomplishing anything through Lavaux, the Prince 
wrote to Br^tigny to try to get the matter arbitrated — to 
leave it to academicians." 

She gave a smile of contempt which seemed to relegate 
the ambassador and former ministcu: to th& same level 
with the academical titles. , 

Then, in a diplay of. indignation: . 

* 'Certainly, I could have- refused to pay tfiem, but I 
chos€ to do so. Thersfort, I havt nothing to arbitratt 
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about I paid them, but with the expectation that I would 
be reimbursed. If I am not, then I am justified in heap- 
ing scandal upon his head, and throwing mud at his name, 
and disgracing his tide as France's representative to St. 
Petersburg. If I succeed only in dishonoring him, my 
cause will have been well prosecuted." 

**It is queer," said Paul Astier, as he he replaced the 
package of papers upon the table, and putting out of sight 
the letter to his mother, which was troubling him. *'It is 
queer to think that such proofs should be left in your hands 
— ^and such a clever fellow, too." 

/*He— clever?" 

She finished her meaning with a significant shrug of her 
shoulders. 

Paul continued, much amused at arousing her feelings; 
for, you know, one can never tell to what lengths spiteful 
frenzy will lead a woman: 

* 'Still, you must remember that he is one of our best 
diplomats — " 

*'And I scoff at his pretensions. He don't know a 
thing, but what I have taught him." 

"What of the story about Bismarck?" 

"Who never could look him squarely in the face? Ha, 
ha! What a tale — I know him well — he always averted his 
face when he spoke to you; his breath was so offensive." 

She put up her hands to cover her face, as if ashamed, 
and to smother her sobs. 

With an hysterical sob, she broke forth: 

'^ust to think, just to think, twelve years of my life I 
wasted upon such a man! Now, he has forsaken me; h' 
has tired of me, and cares for me no longer. It is he — 
he!" 

Her pride revolted at the thought, and she paced up and 
down the room with long strides, going as far as the large. 
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low bed draped with ancient tapestry, then returning to 
the luminous circle cast by the lamp. 

She was vainly seeking for the motives of this separa- 
tion, asking herself aloud: 

*^Why? Oh, why?" 

Was it the equivocal state of their relations? But he 
knew very well that that objection was soon to have been 
removed, for they were to be married inside of a year. 

Was it fortune? The millions of that little goose? As 
if she were not as well off as that hussy, Colette. Or the 
surroundings and iqflue^ices at Sauvadon? 

Then, what besides? Youth? A smile of rage played 
upon her lips. 

Ah! ah! the poor, little thing! All the good her youth 
will do her! 

"I agree with you," murmured Paul, as he smilingly ap- 
proached. 

She had hit at last upon the painful reason, and she 
seemed to dwell upon it, expressly to make herself miser- 
able. 

"Young! young!" she repeated, ^*do we have to consult 
the calendar to find out a woman's age. Mr. Ambassador 
might find that he has been led into error on this ques- 
tion." 

And with a swift movement of her hands, tearing aside 
the lace of her robe from her soft, curved neck, she dis- 
played the firm, magnificent skin. 

*'Here, you see, is where women's youth may be ascer- 
tained." 

The Duchess grew excited, and as she stood before the 
young man a feeling of affection swept over her with the 
force of a whirlwind. There was in that sensation, how- 
ever, something that savored of sweetness and of irresisti- 
bility, the like of which she had never to this day, had the 
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faintest conception; and it surrounded her, enveloped her, 
eased her, took her in its grasp and engulfed her in its 
vortex, without cessation. 

Was it for him that she had come? 

Perhaps, that was the very thought in his mind. 

No! Pained with wounded pride, distracted with fury, 
loathing and disgust, the whole of her womanly being lost 
like a wreck on the sea at midnight, she had come. But 
there was nothing sordid or calculating in her actions. 

But she immediately recovered her self-possession. She 
faced him^ and in a sea of doubt, asked herself: 

'*Can I be myself? and this young fellow! and how 
suddenly!" 

She almost cried for her confusion. 

Paul Astier fell upon his knees, and sighed, rather than 
spoke: \ 

"Since I love you, and have always loved you, remem- 
ber—'' 

And in her fingers^ then communicating itself to hei 
entire frame, she felt anew that fluttering, that rushing, 
overpowering sensation which held her in its sway. 

A tower-clock resounded in the far distance; loud noises 
broke upon the air that told of morning's arrival. 

She came to herself, and felt that a new life was before 
her. She even forgot her desire to pursue her course of 
vengeance. 

Of vengeance? Upon whom? For what? 

At this moment she no longer harbored the thought of 
hate, but of love. And this feeling — love, in its larger 
meaning — was so new to this woman of the world, with its 
delirium and its delight^ that at the first onslaught she 
actually believed she was at the point of death. 

From that moment, a soothing reaction took place in 
in her, a gradual convalescence that made its effect appar- 
ent in h^F step an<} vpicQ, Sh^ became a different sort of 
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a woman, one of those about whom people say, when 
they see them on the ann of a lover or husband, unosten- 
.tatiously and calmly walking by his side: 

'*There is a woman who has nothing to long for." 

This type is of rarer occurrence, than one would sup- 
pose, especially in "society." 

Her bearing was noticeable in her contact with the outer 
world, anci in the further fact that her manifold duties as 
hostess required it of her; superintending the departure 
and arrival of guests, and preparing for the second set 
of visitors, a more numerous but less intimate one than 
the academical crowd. 

There were the Duke de Courson-Launay; Prince and 
Princess Fitz-Roy, the Circourts, Huchenard; Saint-Avol, 
the minister plenipotentiary; Moser and his daughter, Mr. 
and Mrs. Henry of the American Legation, 

A difficult task it was to enliven and entertain all these 
people; to assimilate these various elements. 

Nobody understood this art better than the Duchess; but 
now it was a tiresome, laborious effort for her to exercise 
her tact. She would have liked to have been permitted to 
remain where she willed, to cogitate upon her newly-found 
happiness; to become absorbed in the only thing that oc- 
cupied her thoughts. 

So, that it happened that the only diversions she found 
for her invited guests were the inevitable visits to the fruit- 
baskets^ the chateau where Ronsard first saw the light, or 
to the orphanage, ever content if her hand but touched 
Paul's, when chance brought them together in the vehicles 
or the boats. 

During one of these enervating trips upon the Loire, one 
day when the little fleet at Mousseaux, with its silken 
awnings and its ensigns bearing the ducal emblems in 
dazzling, reflecting colors^ had proceeded farther than 
usual, Paul Astier, whose boat was in advance of that oi 
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the Duchofis', sat in the stem with Laniboire, diligently 
listening to the confidences of the Academician. 

Invited to prolong his stay at Mousseaux until the com- 
pletion of his report, the old fool perhaps fell into the 
delusion that he was in a fair way to become Sammy's 
successor, and as happens in similar cases^ it was to Paul 
himself that he confided his hopes and expectations; what 
he had said, what answers he received, and this, and that 
and the other. 

'^Young man," he whispered, ''what would you do if you 
were in my place?" 

A ringing, sonorous exclamation vibrated upon the sur* 
face of the water, coming from the boat just behind: 

''Monsieur Astier!" 

"Well, Duchess?" 

"Look over there, among the rose-bushes. V^rine^ 
for all the world.*' 

So it was^ indeed, V^drine busy with his brush; his wife 
and children near his side upon an old flat-boat, anchored 
to a branch of a tree the whole length of an islet^ on 
which some kind of birds were making a great clatter. 

The party lost no time in drawing near, and came 
alongside. It was a welcome innovation to the nev.er'^ 
ending ennui of the people stopping at Mousseaux. 

The Duchess saluted Madame V^drine with that most 
charming smile which she remembered to have seen when 
at Mousseaux some time previous. 

The ladies scanned this pair of artists and their pretty 
children, beaming with love and brightness, taking theit 
ease under the cover of the verdant inlet, upon the calmj 
placid surface of the water in which was reduplicated the 
image of their happiness. 

^fter greetings were exchanged, V^drine, without laying 
aside his palette, told Paul of the latest news at Clos^ 
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Jallanges^ at which, on a declivity, the long, low house, 
with its white, Italian roof, could be just seen through the 
mist that overhung the river. 

"My dear fellow, everybody is crazy over there. The 
question as to who shall succeed Loisillon had turned them 
upside down. Tliey spend all their time in electioneering 
— everybody, your mother, Picheral; and the poor invalid 
in her rolling arm-chair, she, too, has contracted the Aca- 
demic fever. The unfortunate girl talks of going to Paris 
to live; to give entertainments and receptions in order to 
aid her brother's candidature." 

He himself, to avoid this hot-bed of insanity, camped 
out the entire day, working out of doors with his little 
tribe; and pointing to his old wherry or flat-boat, he 
laughed, as he said somewhat bitterly: 

"My dabbeah^ you notice; this is my great voyage on 
the Nile." 

All at once, the little boy, who in the presence of so 
many fine ladies and toilettes, had eyes only for Father 
Laniboire, inquired, in his clear, childish voice: 

"Say, are you the gentleman of the Academy who is a 
hundred years old?" 

.The venerable person referred to, who was just then 
^ thinking of some nautical allusions with which to please 
the charming Antonia, almost lost his balance, and with 
difficulty retained his seat. 

When the rollicking mirth which this remark provoked 
had subsided, V^drine explained that the child took a sin- 
gular interest in Jean R^hu, whom he did not know, and 
whom he had never seen, on account of his approaching 
centenary. 

The good child each day kept himself informed about 
the old man, and asked: 

**How is he getting along?" 

The diminutive specimen of humanity was ptompted to 
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these inquiries by a reverence for life, which was almost 
egotistical, and by the hope of arriving at his one hun- 
dredth year himself^ since others could attain that age. 

The wind was now freshebing, and caused the small 
sails to flap and fill with the incipient gusts. A mass of 
clouds was floating overhead from the direction of Blaisy 
and towards Mousseaux, whose four beacons on the sum- 
mits of the towers shone out under the black sky. On 
the horizon could be seen what resembled a net-work of 
ram. 

A period of haste and consternation ensued, 

As the boats made their way back between the banks of 
yellow sand; all following the same track on account of 
the narrowness of the channel, Vedrine, who was amused 
by the weird contrast of colors in the stormy sky, and by 
the sharp silhouettes of the oarsmen standing up in front 
and straining themselves upon their long oars, turned to 
his wife, who on her knees in the wherry was busUy 
engaged in bundling up the children and putting away the 
palqtte and paint-case. 

"Look there, mamma,'' he cried, "you know what 1 
mean when I talk of being in the same boat with a com- 
panion — ^look there; there is the picture I'd like to paints 
all those crafts scurrying oflf in file before the wind; and 
the threatening night — we are in a generation of art, you 
know. What a fine state of affairs that is for people to be 
thrown together in the same boat, knowing and elbowing 
one another, having to be friendly without wishing to, or 
without knowing it, though all are going in the same direc- 
tion. And those in firont; how they hurry and crowd. 
There is nothing in common between their bark and ours. 
— but here comes the rain; let us be offl" 

The Mousseaux party barely escaped a severe drenching. 

During the row back, Father Laniboire, who was seem- 
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ingly much worried over the prospect of getting wet, was 
continually remarking: > 

"Were we endowed with the feathery coverings of 
ducks, we would not need to be uneasy about getting wet." 

His jokes and his rheumatism was the absorbing cares 
of this individual. The former he took pains never to be 
received dryly, while in respect of the latter his anxiety 
was to keep it diligently out of the damp wet 



CHAPTER XVI. 

"Pray for the repose of the soul of the great and pow- 
erful Lord and Duke, Charles Henri-Fran9ois Padovani, 
Prince of Olmutz, former senator, ambassador and minis- 
ter, chief dignitary of the Legion of Honor, who died the 
2oth of this month of September, 1880, on his estate of 
Barbicaglia, where his remains have been interred. Mass 
for the peace of his soul will be said next Sunday in the 
chapel of the chateau. You are invited to be present and 
take part." 

Paul Astier, who was coming down from his room tor 
lunch, experienced a feehng of joy and great jwide at 
hearing this singular proclamation heralded from Mous- 
seaux to Onzain, upon both banks of the river Loire, by 
the employes of the house of Vafflard, who carried cum- 
brous bells which they sounded as they walked, their tall 
hats encircled with black crepe that reached almost to the 
ground. 

Th^ news of the Duke's death, already four days old, 
had fallen upon Mousseaux like the crack of a gun among 
a bevy of young partridges, had dispersed and scattered 
to the sea-shore or sent on hasty trips, all the invited 
guests of the second series, and obliged the Duchess to 
take her sudden departure for Corsica, leaving at the 
chateau only a few friends. 

In spite of all — the melancholy sound of these voices 

»nd> the mournful clang of the bells, as tbey w^re borne 

(199) 
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to his ears on the wind from the Loire through the window 
— ^this letter, framed in part in sudi a grandiloquent man- 
ner^ that partook so little of anything modem, ascribed to 
the fief of Mousseaux an astonishing aspect of magnifi- 
cence, anShad the effect of adding to the height of its four 
towers and its aged trees. 

Now, since all this was going to belong to him — ^for his 
mistress, on her departure, had requested him to remain at 
the chateau, and to be ready to act upon some serious 
determinations on her return — this funeral heralding seemed 
to him like the announcement of his accession to an early 
possession of the estate. 

"Pray for the repose of the soul — " 
He had held his fortune to the last, had he, and even 
now was not willing to allow himself to be despoiled of it? 
"Former senator, ambassador and minister — " 
*'The bells make one feel mournful, do they not, M. 
Paul?" spoke Mile. Moser to him. 

She was already seated at the table between her father 
. and the academician, Laniboire. The Duchess had kept 
them at Mousseaux, as much for the purpose of distracting 
Paul Astier's attention from thoughts of loneliness as to 
afford to Antigone a little more rest and fresh air. The 
poor girl was so bound down by the perpetual candida- 
ure of her father. From her, at least, there was nothing 
to fear, on the score of feminine rivalry, with her Jieavy 
canine-eyes, her shadeless hair. Then, too, her nature 
had been cowed by solicitation and humiliation in seeking 
this inaccessible academical chair for her father. 

This morning, nevertheless, she looked well, and had a 
more tidy appearance. 

She had on a new dress, whose cut laid bare her heart. 
What the heart exposed to view seemed very scraggy and 
threadbare, it is true, bi^t — wh^n all cannot have hearts a$ 
they like them. 
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Laniboire^ who was in good spirits, teased her, and told 
some of his stories. He did not find these dismal sounds 
lugubrious, nor did the *'Pray for the repose," etc., dying 
in the distance cause him to feel depressed. 

On the contrary, life seemed better to him by the con- 
trast; the Vouvray wine assumed a more golden color in 
the decanters^ and his coarse tales sounded strangely out 
of place. 

Moser, the candidate, with his boilings red face and a 
grinning countenance, laughed like a ftiwning coortier, 
although they were slightly awkward for his daughter. 
But, then, you know, the philosopher was a power in the 
Academic. 

After coffee had been served upon the terrace, Lani- 
boire, whose face was as brown as an Apache Indian's, 
cried: 

''Let us go to our work, Mdlle. Moser; I just feel in 
trim for winding up my report to-day." 

The gentle little lady, who frequently acted as his private 
secretary, arose with a sigh of regret. 

In this glorious weather, veiled in the iirst mists, of 
autumn, she would have preferred a long promenade, or, 
perhaps, to continue in the gallery her conversation with 
M. Paul — that handsome and well-educated young fellow 
— ^rather than to write at the dictation of Father Laniboire. 

But her father persuaded: 

'*Go, my daughter, go; the master calls you." 

She obeyed, and went upstairs behind the philosopher, 
followed by old Moser, who also left to indulge in his siesta. 

On Paul Astier's return from a long tramp through the 
woods, which he had taken in order to curb his impatient 
ambitions, he observed in the court of honor, the "break" 
drawn up at the foot of the large stairway; its two sturdy 
beasts chafing their bits; and Mademoiselle Moser 
already seated upon the vehicle, surrounded by carpet- 
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bags and valises, while on the stoop, bewildered and 
engaged in fumbling in his pockets, Moser was doling out 
paurboires to two of the footmen, who himg around him 
with roguish laces. 

Paul approached the "break." 

*'You are leaving, Mademoiselle?" 

She held out hftr hand, — a long, tapering hand cold with 
sweat, that she had forgotten to glove — and without 
vouchsafing to reply, or removing from her eyes the hand- 
kerchief which covered them, she raised her head to say 
good-bye. 

He was made «o wiser by her father, who stammered 
out furiously: 

"It was she — she wanted to leave. She says that some- 
body has offended her; but I don't believe a word of it." 

And with a heavy sigh, the prominent wrinkle in his 
forehead — that academical wrinkle which he so assiduously 
cultivated — looking as if it had been laid open and cut by 
a sabre stroke, he went on: 

'*It is a sad blow to my chances for election." 

After dinner, Laniboire, who remained during the entire 
afternoon in his room, said to Paul, who sat facing him: 

'*Have you any idea why our friends, the Mosers, left so 
abruptly?" 

"No, my dear master; have you?' 

"Strange!" Strange!" 

He had to assume an air of unconcern, but it was plain 
that he was troubled and uneasy, and was in about the 
same state of mind as that of an old toper, who, after his 
delirium^ subsides and disappears, thinks no more of the 
consequences of his folly. 

By degrees, he recovered his assurance, aiid finally con- 
fided to his young friend that, perhaps, he had acted a little 
too bold towards the dear child. 
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''But her father is also to blame. He encouraged me 
in my attentions." 

And he held aloft a small glass with an imperious ges- 
ture, which Paul Astier broke off suddenly with these 
words: 

"And what will the Duchess say?" 

Surely Mademoiselle Moser would write to her about 
the matter, and explain the cause of her unaccountable 
departure. 

Laniboire grew pale. 

"Do you think she will?" 

Paul was of the settled opinion that such would be the 
case; he wanted to get rid of the old fool, any way. And 
if the young girl did not, some of the servants were sure 
to let the cat out of the bag. And his little, wily nose 
grew animated, as he said: 

''YouM better make tracks, my dear master." 

"Pshaw! Nonsense! I go away from the place where 
my love affairs are running smoothly! Women are like 
us; they are amused by such tales!" 

He spoke courageously; but on the evening before the 
return of the Duchess, on the pretext that the Academical 
elections were now quite close at hand, and also alleging 
that the damp, evening air was bad for his rheumatism, he 
took his departure, carrying away in his valise his report, 
which was finished at last. 

Now the coast was clear. 

Would it be plain sailing for him? 

He hoped so, with all his heart. 
. Would the plans he had laid come to a successful con- 
clusion? 

The Duchess, to be sure, had given him no intimation 
that he was acceptable to her as a husband. 

He could not afford to dally around with the prospect 
of mere support by her bounty. 
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To haye some one else regulate the width which tiie 
purse-strmgs might attain was a wholly different matter 
from manipulating them yourself. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

The Duchess arrived in time for the Sunday mass. It 
was to be celebrated with great pomp in the Renaissance 
chapel where V^drine's versatile art displayed itself in the 
wonderful cathedral windows and the admirable sculpture 
of the altar. 

A vast concourse of villagers from the surrounding 
country filled the chapel. Awkward-looking they were in 
their hideous surtouts and long, shiny, blue blouses and 
white hats and their sun-burned faces clumsily streaked 
with starch. So numerous were they that they stretched 
out some distance into the court of honor. 

They had come, not for the religious ceremony, nor to 
render homage to this old duke — ^who was a stranger in 
this part of the country — ^but for the feast in the open air, 
which was to follow mass, and which was to be served 
upon those long tables that were drawn up on both sides 
of the interminable, seignorial avenue; at which, when the 
service was ended, two or three thousand peasants could 
easily take their places. 

At first, these foresters, somewhat impressed by all this 
funeral pomp, and awed by the crepe which festooned the 
casket, spoke in undertones, in the majestic shade of the 
commons. 

But wine soon found its unerring way to their veins, the 
yiands unlimbered their constrant; and as their spirits were 
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loosened by the toothsome repast, they became a boister- 
ous, merry-making assemblage. 

In order to escape the horrible din of these rioters, Paul 
Astier and the Duchess went for a long drive in an uncov- 
ered landau, draped in black, over the roads and fields 
which, on this Sunday, were deserted. 

The tall, cockaded lackeys, the long, widow's veil which 
fell near his feet, reminded the young man very vividly of 
drives he had taken on other occasions. « 

The thought ran through his scheming brain: 

^*It seems that a death must always intervene in my 
affairs." 

He almost regretted the loss of the pretty, baby face of 
Colette de Rosen, and its fluffy curls, that had always pre- 
sented such a striking contrast to its black envelopement. 

The fatigue of her trip, and the news of this unexpected 
demise, furnished the Duchess with subjects to preoccupy 
her mind which her companion had not. 

Yet the death had not such an effect as to prostrate her, 
and she was much too sincere to feign sorrow when con- 
doled with — ^as the vulgar do in like cases. 

Under the rapid trot of the horses, the roads rolled 
behind them; now they ascended a hill, now they, went 
down a gentle slope; one moment entering a little knoll of 
oaks, another skimming over the wide plains which the 
crows, in their flight around the huge hay-cocks, encircled. 

The sky had the mellow, lowering appearance of rain, 
and the pale sun-rays poured through in stripes. They 
threw lap-robes over their knees to shelter themselves from 
the wind, and huddled closely together. 

The Duchess began to speak in her Corsican dialect of 
a wonderful vocero composed for the funeral ceremony by 
her maid. 

*'Mat6a?" 

'*Yes, Mat6a. She is a finished poetess. Listen — " 
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And she recited a few of this prodigy's verses in her 
fiery Corsican patois y which was so weU suited to her rich 
contralto. 

As for serious subjects, no reference was made to them. 
Yet, Paul's mind ran riot with them. 

What did he care for chambermaid poetry? 

Then he set about to break the monotony by relating 
Laniboire's adventure, and telling of the adroit manner in 
which he himself had gotten rid of the Academician. 

<*Poor little Moser," the Duchess said, with a smile; 
*^this time her father will surely be elected. She has 
secured it for him." 

They exchanged a few short sentences, the swaying 
movement of the landau throwing them delightfully against 
one another. 

Night was fast closhig in upon the fields. In the direc- 
tion of the tall furnaces were visible the intermittent dart- 
ing up of the flames, and in the high heavens the twinkling 
of the stars. 

The return was unfortunately disturbed by the shouts 
and drunken songs of the peasant bands returning from 
the feast, stumbling along the road like beasts, rolling into 
the ditches on both sides of the road, whence emanated 
the snoring and brutal language of some of the more 
tipsy. This was their manner of praying for the * 'repose 
of the soul of the great and powerful Lord and Duke." 



Paul and the Duchess were taking their accustomed 
promenade in the gallery. She was leaning upon his 
shoulder, which rested upon one of the solid pillars that 
cut the line of the indistinct horizon. The Duchess looked 
out into the darkness, and murmured: 

"What bliss this isl We two — ^all alone!" 
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But she never spoke of those things which Paul was 
eageiiy awaiting. He endeavored to lead die conversa* 
tion in the desired channel, and with abruptness asked her 
how she was going to spend the winter. 

Would she return to Paris? 

Oh, no; certainly not. Paris nauseated her, with its 
treacherous society, where everyone was concesded behind 
a mask. **•*. 

She might-t^she hesitated even then — shut herself up at 
Mousseaux^ or go on a protracted journey through Syria 
and Palestine. 

What did he think of the idea? 

In reality it was a serious matter to decide upon. She 
thought of it as ma:ely a pretext to have him by her, for 
she grew timid at the probability of returning to Paris to 
find that another had usurped her pl&ce. 

Paul seemed mystified, and bit his lips< 

'*Ah, that is your scheme, my girl, is it? Well, we shall 
see!" was his thought. 

She gave him a significant pressure of hand which usu- 
ally is interpreted by a tender shy "to-morrow," and the 
Duchess retired to her room, weary from her ride and the 
day spent in the carriage. 

* 'To-morrow" would come; he would be there at her 
door to await her step. How tame this parting after the 
day's excitement. After an evening of ecstacy, only a 
whispered word: 

**To-morrow!" 

But Paul Astier, this evening, did not utter that word. 
In spite of the slight disappointment which his reticence 
caused her, the Duchess construed his reserve as a mark 
of respect to the recent decease, and deference to the 
chapel still decorated in its mourning. 

And she even went to sleep with the thought of how 
nobly and properly he had borne himself. 
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The next day, the Duchess was scarcely -to be seen 
about. She was very busy balancing accounts with the 
steward and paying off her farm laborers, to the intense 
admiration of the notary, 'Squire Gobineau, who remarked 
to Paul, at breakfast, with envy visible in every crease of 
his shrivelled-up face: 

* 'There is a woman a man can't twist around his 
fingers." 

**What does he know about it," thought the young 
hunter in quest of his game, as he twirled the point of his 
blonde beard. 

But the nonchalance and coolness with which this hand- 
some lover took part in the discussion of other points of 
interest, threw the notary off his guard. 

After dinner, some boxes arrived from Paris, accompan- 
ied by Spricht's forelady and two fitters. 

Towards four o'clock, the Duchess came down arrayed 
in a gorgeous dress, which made her look quite young and 
sprightly. 

She proposed to Paul a turn in the park; and they 
walked by each other's side, both in a self-satisfied mood, 
and. descended the avenue, avoiding the noise of the 
rakes which the gardeners used three times a day to scrape 
away the dead, fallen leaves. 

This work was ahnost superfluous; for the paths, an hour 
afterwards, were again strewn with an oriental carpet, 
brilliant in its rich tints of purple, green and gold; and as 
they sauntered along, under the gentle rays of the sun, the 
ground rustled under them. 

She spoke to Paul of the husband on whose account she 
had suffered so much in the years of her youth; and she 
endeavored to make the young architect understand that 
her mourning had no other significance than a simple com- 
pliance with conventionality. It was assumed entirely for 



2 TO ONE OF THE ''FORTY?" 

the sake of appearance, and she assured him that it did 
not affect her heart. 

Paul comprehended perfectly, and smiled. He immedi- 
ately resolved upon his course of action with a coolness 
astonishing even for him. 

At the utmost limit of the park, they seated themselves 
close by a summer-house, which was completely hemmed 
in by maple-trees, and in which were stored the hoop-nets 
and oars belonging to the little fleet of boats. 

They could see, from where they sat, the sloping grass- 
plats, the tall and low forests, silvered and gilded at 
intervals, and beyond, the chateau which, with the greater 
part of its windows closed^ its deserted terraces, standing 
forth in the pride of its lights and towers, seemed magnifi- 
cent^ and reminded one of a castle famed in history. 

**What a pity to leave all this," he murmured with a 
sigh. 

She glanced at him quickly, as if stupefied; her forehead 
grew stormy and contracted. 

Go? He wished to go away? And why? 

•'I have to make my living; I must — " 

"And we — separate? What am I to do? What is to be- 
come of the extended journey we were to take together?*^ 

"Oh, I merely allowed you to talk about it, to appease 
you." 

How could a penniless architect, such as he was, indulge 
in a jaunt through Palestine? It was but a fancy that 
could not be realized; it was like the dabbeah of V^drine, 
for instance, dwindled down to a flat-boat on the Loire. 

She shrugged her fine, patrician shoulders. 

"for shame, Paul; what childishness! Is not all that I 
have at your command?" 

"In what capacity?" 

At last he had said it! But she did not yet divine what 
he was aiming at. 
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Paul began to fear that he was rushing towards his 
objective point too hastily. 

"Yes; what title, in the harsh and uncompromising 
judgment of the world, should I assume in traveling with 
you?" 

"Oh, well; then let us remain at Mousseaiix." 

He shook his head in a quiet, ironical manner, and 
responded: 

"Your architect has nothing further to do here." 

•'Pshaw, we shall find enough work for him, even if I 
have to set fire to the chateau this very night." 

She laughed in her charming, impulsive way, leaneH 
gently towards him, and taking his hands in her own, 
stroked her face — a loving, playful trick of hers. 

But the words Paul Astier was expecting and trying to 
make her utter, came not. 

Then he suddenly ejaculated: 

'*K you love me, Maria Antonia, allow me to depart. 
I have my own living and that of my folks to earn. I 
should never be respected were I to accept support from a 
woman who is not my wife, and who never would be." 

Now she fathomed his meaning, and she closed her eyes 
as if she stood upon the brink of an abyss. In the pro- 
found silence that followed, could be heard the falling of 
the leaves all over the park, some still heavy with sap, 
slipping in bunches from branch to branch; others light and 
crumbling, dropping like the brushing of a dress; and all 
around the summer-house, under the maple trees, one 
would have imagined steps of persons, like the pat- 
tering of a stealthy cjowd prowling about. 

She arose, shivering visibly. 

"It is chilly; let us return." 

She had made the sacrifice. She might not survive it, 
perhaps, but the world would never witness the spectacle 
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of Duchess Padovani falling to the level of Madame Paul 
Astier, by marrying her own architect. 

The entire evening, Paul was occupied without ostenta- 
tion in preparations for his departure. He gave orders in 
regard to his trunks, distributed lavish pourboires to the 
servants, and informed himself as to the hours when the 
trains left. 

AH this time, he appeared in good humor, and chatted 
pleasantly; but these things seemed not in the least to dis- 
turb the fair Antonia in her silent pouting. She was 
engrossed with a magazine, the pages of which, however, 
she neglected to turn. 

It was only when Paul Astier came to bid her adieu, and 
to thank her for her kind and lengthy hospitality; that he 
saw, by the aid of the glare of the large, lace-shaded 
lamp, the anguish pictured in that proud face and the 
imploring charm of those beautiful eyes. 

Once in his room, the young man made sure that the 
bolt of the smoking-room was closed tightly; then turned 
out the light, and awaited motionlessly, reclining upon the 
divan near the small door. 

If she did not come, he was very much mistaken; and 
then he would have to begin his love-makmg all over 
again. 

But 5- low noise, like .the sweeping of silk in the secret 
passage, just then reached his ears; and after the surprise 
at not being able to enter unprevented, there followed a 
tap with the end of her finger, which had hardly the force 
of a knock. 

Paul did not stir. He even repressed an impending de- 
sire to cough. 

•Then he heard the step retreating, trembling and nervous 
in its movement, 
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*'Now," thought lie, "she is won. I may now do what 
I Kke." 
And he went to bed with his mind at rest 



If my name were the Prince d'Athis, would you be- 
come my wife upon the expiration of your period of mourn- 
ing? D'Athis does not care for you. Paul Astier loves 
you, and proud of his affection, he is willing to pro- 
claim it to the world rather than conceal it as if it were a 
disgrace. Ah, Mari' Anto! Mari* Anto! What a bright 
dream I have just had! FareweU, forever! 



She read this letter, though she could scarcely keep open 
her eyes, swollen by the tears that she had shed dunn? the 
night. 

"Has M. Astier left?*' 

The chambermaid, who was leaning out to fasten the 
blinds, caught a glimpse of the vehicle that was conveying 
Paul away. It was already at the end of the avenue. 

Hie distsnce was too great to hail it. 

The Duchess leaped from her couch, and ran to the 
time*pi«ce. 

"Nine o'clock!" 

The express did not pass Onzain until ten. 

•'Quick — a messenger — Sertoli — the speediest horse!" 

If he took a short cut though the woods, he might 
arrive before the carriage. 

While these orders were being executed; she wrote in a 
standing posture, without delaying to complete her toilette: 



•Return. All in^U be as you desire." 
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No; that was too frigid. He would not return for these 
lines. She destroyed the note, and scribbled off another 

"Your wife, if you so please; but yours— yours!*' . 



This she signed ''Duchess Padovani." 

Then of a sudden, fearful lest he would not come back 
even for that, she cried out: 

*'I shall go, myself. Mat^a! quickl" 

And out of the window, she shouted to Bertoli, whose 
animal was pawing the ground in front of the stairway of 
honor, the command to saddle for her own use * 'Madem- 
oiselle Oger." 

It had been iive years since she had mounted a horse. 
Her riding«habit almost gave way to her well-built form, 
and some of the hooks broke in the operation of donning it. 

"Leave me, Mat^a; that will suffice." 

She descended the stairway, holding up her train witii 
her hand, in the midst of the perplexed footmen. Her 
face was expressionless. 

She bounded away down the avenue. The iron gate 
was passed, and then she continued on her way. 

Through the woods, along the freshness of the •green- 
fringed roads, she sped. 

She wished to have him; she must have him — the man, 
the lover, whose power could take away her life, or make 
her live again. 

Now that she knew what love was, what else was there 
for her in the world? 

She bent over and watched eagerly for a sign of the 
cars, and for the slightest sound of steam^ which always 
•seemed to come from every direction. 

Would she arrive in time? ^ 
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Poor deluded woman! Did she not know that she would 
have overtaken that rascal of a runaway, had she even 
walked? 

Was she not aware that his evil genius would not allow 
her to escape him? 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

^^Mademoiselle Germaine de Freydet^ 

Villa Beausejour^ 

Paris-Passy^ 
Cafe d'Orsay, eleven o* clock. At brectkfast. 

Every two hours:— oftener if I can — I shall send you, in 
this manner, a bulletin, as much for the purpose of allaying 
your anxiety, my dear sister, as to have the pleasure of 
being with you as far as possible during the whole of this 
Eventful day, which I hope will end grandly in my sending 
you an announcement of victory, in spite of defections at 
the last moment. 

Picheral has just told me of a remark that Laniboire 
made — 

'A man is admitted into the Academy with a sword at 
his side, not in hand.' 

This is an allusion to the Astier duel. 

It is not I who am injured, but the tricky anin^al is truer 
to his own instinct of double-dealing than to the promise 
that he made me. 

I shall count no more upon Danjou. After having so 
often said to me: 'Be one of us,' this morning, in the Sec- 
retary's office, he whispered in my ear: 'What are you 
after here?' which, perhaps, is the* wittiest expression in 
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his repertoire. But it don't matter; I can do without him; 
I have nothing to fear from my competitors. 

Baron Huchenard, the author of the "Cave Man," a 
member of the French Academy! Why Paris would be 
up in arms at the notion. As for M. Dalzon, I find him 
quite bold. But I have his book, that famous work of 
his, at my command. I hesitate to avail myself of it to 
his disadvantage, but let him beware." 



Two o^ clock, 
"I am now at the Institute with my good master, where I 

am awaiting the outcome of the ballot. Is it only an idea? 

It looks to me as if my arrival, alAough expected, has had 

the effect of throwing matters here into slight confusion. 
It must be some profound and secret suffering, with 

whicli my candidature has nothing whatever to do; but in 

my state of mind everything is suspicious. 

More than an hour of waiting. I am amusing myself 

by looking on the other side of the court-yard, through the 

large glass bay of the meeting hall, at the row of busts of 

Academicians. Can it be a presentiment?" 



Fifteen Minutes to Three. 

*'I just now saw all my judges pass by in file; there 
were thirty-seven of them, if I counted rightly. That is 
the full number of the Acad^mie^ since Epinchard is at 
Nice, Ripault-Babin is confined to his bed, and Loisillon 
slumbers in his grave at P^re-Lachaise. What a stirring 
sight is the entrance of these renowned men into the 
court-yard! 

Our friends had just finished breakfast All was in an 
upset; tl^e door$ were closed; and Corentine, instead of 
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conducting me to the sakn, ushered me into the record- 
ofhce where my master received me. 

He looked greatly troubled, and spoke in a low tone; all 
of which caused me to assume a bearing of seriousness 
and sadness. 

Might he have heard unpleasant news? 

*'No, no, my dear boy — " then a grasp of the hand — 
"come, cheer up." 

For some time, the poor man has not been himself; he 
appears to be struggling with a strange grief, and tears 
come to his eyes that he is able to suppress only with 
difficulty. 

The young men seem deliberate ^nd grave, with their 
heads bowed, as if they bore the weight- of too severe a 
responsibility,* while the old men. carry themselves well with 
a sprightly, elastic step. A few gouty and rheumatic fel- 
lows, like Courson-Launay, order their carriages driven up 
to the very staircase, and then lean upon the arm of a 
colleague. 

' They delay awhile before ascending, and engage in con- 
versation by groups, calling into play gesticulatory 
movements of the back, shoulders and open hands* to 
aid them in their expression. 

What would I not give to listen to this final discussion 
of my chances! I quietly opened the window partly; but a 
wagon, laden with trunks, rattles with great ado into the 
yard, and deposits a traveller enveloped in fur, with a 
beaver cap on his head. 

It is Epinchard, my firm fnend Epinchard, all the way 
from Nice to cast his vote in my behalf. What a good 
fellow! After that, my master passed by, bent under his 
broad-brimmed hat, running over the copy of 'Eve's 
Dress,' which I sent him in case— r Why not? Must I 
not defrad myself? 

There is nothing to be seen now except two vehicles, 
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which are in waitings and the bust of Minerva, which seems 
to stand out like a sentry. Be my preserver, oh, goddess! 
Upstairs, the call of the roll and interrogatory have 
commenced^ and each Academician must answer in reply 
to the director that his vote is not pledged. It is a simple 
formality, as you may surmise, in which each one responds 
to the question with a negative smile. 



^'Something startling has just occurred. I had just en-> 
trusted my dispatch to Corentine^ and was inhaling some 
fresh air at the window, endeavoring to trace, in the fore-* 
boding fa9ade before me, the secret of my destiny, when I 
observed Huchenard also taking a whiff of air at a window 
next to mine He was almost at my elbow — Huchenard, 
my antagonist^ and Astier-R^hu's bitterest enemy, installed 
in his study! We both started with surprise, saluted, and 
then drew back together with an unconsciously similar 
movement. 

But he is here, I feel certain, behind this partition. Like 
myself, he is waiting, with the utmost confidence, for the 
decision of the Academy, only that he is taking his glori- 
ous ease in the salon that was formerly Villemain's, while 
I must remain in this suffocating hole, littered about with 
old papers. 

Now, the mysterious confusion, which my arrival occa- 
sioned, is explained — ^but, why? What does it signify? Dear 
sister, my head is whirling around and around. Which of 
us will laugh the last?" 



^Disaster and treason! A base intrigue has taken place 
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in the Acad^mie, the particulars of which have not yet 
reached me. 

FIRST BALLOT. 

Baron Huchenard 17 votes 

Dalzon 15 '.' 

Vicomte de Freydet 5 " 

Moser i ** 

SECOND BALLOT. 

Baron Huchenard 19 votes 

Dalzon. 15 " 

Vicomte de Freydet 3 " 

Moser i '* 

THIRD BALLOT. 

Baron Huchenard 33 votes 

Dalzon ., 4 " 

Vicomte de Freydet o " (! !) 

Moser i " 



It is plain that, between the taking of the second and 
third ballots, that copy of * Eve's Dress' must have cir- 
culated to the advantage of Baron Huchenard. I will 
have and I shall demand the explanation of this perfidy. 
I shall not leave this place unless it is given me." 



Four o'clock. 

You may believe me, dear sister, if I say that I was 

stunned, when I heard the author of '*Cave Man" 

being congratulated in the adjoining room by M. and Mme. 

Astier, old man R^hu and a flood of visitors. My morti- 
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fication was not lessened when I observed the door of the 
record-office pushed open, and in entered my master. 

He advanced toward me with outstretched hand. 

"Forgive me, my dear fellow" — the heat and emotion 
stifled him — "I really must beg your pardon; but this man 
held me by the throat — I had to — I was powerless — I thought 
I could in this manner avert the misfortune that hung over 
me; but no one can escape written destiny, not even at 
the price of cowardice." 

I cast aside all rancorous feeling and threw myself into 
his arms, though I did not know the nature of the myster- 
ious sorrow which had prostrated him. 

Well, I won't cry over spilled milk; everything will turn 
out all right for me yet. I have more encouraging news 
from Ripault-Babin; it is extremely doubtful that he will 
survive the week. Another campaign in sight, dear sister. 
Unfortunately, the Padovani salon will be dosed all wmter 
for the period of full mourning. 

The "days-at-home" of Mesdames Astier, Ancelin and 
Eviza still afford us a drilling-ground, where Mondays are 
decidedly enlivened by the Grand Duke. 

It is of urgent importance, dear sister, that we should 
move. Passy is too far off, and the Academic can not go 
to it. You will say that I am. again about to drag you 
around; but it must be done! Look at Huchenard, with 
no other claim to the Academical chair than the gorgeous- 
ness of his receptions. 

I dine with my good master; do not wait for me. 
Your loving brother, 

Abel de Freydet.** 



The solitary vote that Moser received on each ballot 
was cast by Laniboire, the essayist upon the "price of 
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virtue." In that connection, there runs a story of not a 
very savory nature. 

But let it pass. It illustrates what often takes place 
ander the dome. What a farce! 



^ 



CHAPTER XIX. 

"It is outrageous" — ! 

"It ought to be answered! The Acad^mie cannot afford 
to ignore the insult — " 

"What are you thinking about? On the contrary, the 
Acad^mie ought to — " 

"Gentlemen, gentlemen, the undoubted sentiment of the 
Acad^mie — " 

In the room where the forty usually indulged in small- 
talk, in front of the large mantel-piece surmounted by a 
full-length portrait of Cardinal de Richelieu, the immor- 
tals were discussing matters just before going in to the 
meeting. It was a cold, smoky day, frequently to be exper- 
ienced in Parisian winters, and the air which penetrated 
through the walls of the bay-window sharpened the severe 
chill of the marble iSusts set in the walls. 

The huge hearth of the fire-place, almost as red as the 
robe of the Cardinal, was not equal to the occasion of 
'Keeping warm this miniature parliament, which reminded 
one of a court-room, with its chairs of green leather, its 
long table shaped in a semi-circle before the president's 
desk, and its usher in his official dress on guard at the 
door, not far from the secretary, Picheral. 

Usually this is the most interesting part of the meeting; 

the quarter of an hour of grace allowed to tardy members, 

while a person could indulge in trivial talk among one of 

(823) 
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the small, familiar groups, with his back to the fire, and his 
hands under his coat-tails. 

But^ to-day, a single topic monopolized the conversa- 
tion, and it assumed the proportion of a public row of the 
most violent nature, in which each arrival joined as • soon 
as he entered the room, and signed the attendance sheet. 

Some of them, even before entering and leaving their 
furs, comforters and leggings in the empty hall of the 
Art Section, half opened the door to raise their voices 
against the infamous outrage. 

The cause of all this tumult? 

A morning paper had contained a very cutting review 
\yj ^<t Academic de Florence upon Astier-R^hu's ^^Galu 
leoy^ and the historical documents, manifestly apocryphal 
and laughable (x/V), which were a part of it. 

This criticism, which had been communicated in great 
secrecy to the President of the Acad^mie Fran9aise had, 
for several days, been agitating the Institute within itself. 

Astier-R^hu's determination was awaited with feverish 
expectancy; but he contented himself with saying: 

"Leave it to me; I know what to do." 

And now, while they had been deluding themselves with 
the thought that they alone knew of this matter, lo! it 
bursts forth, this morning, on the first page of the most 
widely read journal in Paris, accompanied by scandalous 
comments upon the perpetual secretary and the whole 
company. 

Hence all this flurry, expectancy and vituperation which 
was directed against the impudent journalist and the stupid 
Astier-R^hu, the cause of these attacks, which up to 
this time been kept from the ears of the public. 

Laniboire, that experienced duelist, was boiling with 
rage, and spoke of going to cut off the fellow's ears. ^ 

It was all that two or three of his colleagues could dq 
to restrain him* 
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*'Corae now, Laniboire, let your sword remain at your 
side^ and never carry it in your hand. You know those 
are your own words, though the Acad^mie may have 
adopted them — " 

"Gentlemen, you remember that Pliny, the elder, in the 
thirteenth book of his Natural History — " 

It was Gazan who came in, all out of breath, disturbing 
the gathering by his heavy, elephantine step. 

*' — Discovered, already at that time, some supposititious 
autographs,, among others a spurious letter upon papyrus^ 
said to be Priam's — " 

^'Monsieur Gazan has not yet signed the roll/' Picheral 
cried out, in his sharp falsetto. 

"Oh, I beg pardon." 

And the fat man waddled up to sign his name, all the 
while continuing his story about the papyrus, and King 
Priam, which was drowned in the confusion of angry voices, 
in the midst of which only the word ''Acad^mie — aca- 
d^mie!" could be distinguished. 

Each spoke as if he were the one person present who 
was convinced that he knew and expressed the inmost 
thought of the assembly, to the exclusion of everyone 
else. 

Suddenly these wrangles ceased, as Astier-R^hu entered 
the room and signed his name. 

Laying his heavy muffler, which he carried in his hand, 
on the desk of the perpetual secretary, he advanced to his 
associates, and said: 

"Gentlemen, I have bad news to relate. I have had 
what I call my 'collection,* composed of twelve to fifteen 
thousand autographs, taken to the library for the purpose 
of testing its genuineness. Alas! my friends, all is worth- 
less — every bit of it. The Acad6mie of Florence is 
correct; and I am the victim of a stupendous fraud." 

While he was wipinj? his forehead, which was moist with 
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large beads of perspiration, after this effort at confession, 
someone asked rather insolently: 

"Well, what then, Monsieur Perpetual Secretary?" 

"Then, Monsieur Danjou, it but remains for me to insti- 
tute legal proceedings, which I have done." 

And as all protested against, this action on the ground 
that such procedure was impossible, and would tend to 
bring the forty into ridicule, he continued: 

"My dear friends, the situation is desperate, indeed; 
but my determination is irrevocable. Besides, the man is 
in prison, and the examination has commenced." 

Such a babel, as that which followed this declaration, had | 

never been heard in the private meeting-hall before. I 

Laniboire^ as was usual, was prominent among the most I 

rabid of the members, and he shouted out loud that the I 

Acad^mie ought to rid itself of such a dangerous member. . ' 

In their first burst of anger, some of the hot-heads actu- 
ally entertained this proposition. 

But was it feasible? 

Could the Academic say to one of its members who had 
brought ridicule upon it: 

"Go! You are no longer one of us! Inmiortal, we 
leave you to intercourse wiUi mortals!" 

Then — it may have been that he had caught some words 
of the controversy, or that it was due to one of those 
strange divinations which sometimes are revealed to the 
most incurably deaf— old R^hu, who was standing alone 
at some distance from the fire, and, perhaps, fearing an 
attack, raised his diapasonless voice: 

"Under the Restoration, simply from motives of policy, 
we expelled as many as eleven members!" 

The speaker made a* movement of his head, as if he 
referred for verification of his statement to his then con- 
temporaries, who now looked forthwith their empty eyes 
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from the cold busts ranged around ;|1^ room upon their 
pedestals. 

''Eleven! Great Caesar!" exclaimed Danjou^ amid the 
utmost silence. 

And Laniboire, ever cynical, remarked: 

''Every organized body is lenient and laggardly. It is 
the law of nature; it must live — " 

At this juncture, Epmchard, who had been busy with the 
secretary, Picheral, arranging for the meeting, rejoins his 
colleagues, and in a deep voice, announces that the per- 
petual secretary is not alone culpable in the matter, which 
W4s proven by the verbal process of July 8^ 1879, which 
would now be read. 

From his place^ Picheral began in his small, pleasant 
voice. He read very rapidly: * 



*'0n the 8th of July, 1879, Leonard Pierre Alexandre 
Astier-R6hu presented the Acad6mie Fran9aise with a 
letter from Rotrou to the Cardinal de Richelieu relating to 
the statutes of the company. The Acad^mie, after 
informing itself of the existence of this very curious 
and unpublished relic, thanks the donor, and orders 
that the letter of Rotrou be inserted in the verbal process, 
of which the following is a true copy — " 



The secretary now reads slowly, as he continues, empha- 
sizing each word with malicious delight: 



*'— That is to say, the text with such errors as may 
frequently be found in private correspondence, but which 
lend confirmation to the authenticity of the document.'* 
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In the uncertailPSght which came through the windows, 
the forty immortals stood motionless, each avoiding the 
others' looks, while they lent ear to the reading, as if they 
were rooted to the spot. 

**Shall I read the letter also?'* asked Picheral, with a 
smile. He was very niuch amused. 

"Yes, the letter also," spoke Epinchard. 

But no sooner were the first sentences uttered, than 
some one ■ cried: 

"Enough! That will do!" 

They were jn a veritable uproar now, an,d all on account 
of this Rotrou letter, which was a hated sight in their eyes, 
now that it had been shown to be a deceptive fraud, a 
schoolboy's letter^ full of wretched rhetoric, half the words 
of which were unkftbwn at that time! 

What stupid blindness ! 

How could it ever have happened ? 

"You see, then, gentlemen, that we ^ould be doing in- 
justice to vent our wrath upon our unfortunate colleague," 
resumed Epinchard. 

Then, turning towards the perpetual secretary, he begged 
him to drop the proceedings, which would only result in 
heaping scandal upon the entire company, and even upon 
the great Cardinal himself. 

But neither the warmth of the apostrophe, nor the ora- 
torical fullness of his gesture towards the image of the Car- 
dinal-founder, could influence the unalterable obstinacy of 
Astier-R^hu. 

He stood, with clenched fist, sturdily erect at the side of 
the small table — ^which served as a tribune in the middle 
of the room for readings and communications — as if he 
were afraid that some one would wrench his consent from 
his fingers. 

Nothing, he affirmed; "nothing, do you hear/* would 
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shake his resolution. And his big, closed fist resounded 
angrily upon the hard wood. 

** Ah, gentlemen, I have already delayed too long. I 
have yielded too much to considerations of this character. 
I tell you that I cannot bear the thought that I am not rich 
enough to buy up all the copies of 'Galilee,* which stare 
me in the fece from the windows of the book-stores, bear- 
ing my name as a participator in their falsity." 

What was he driving at? He wanted to tear out with 
his own fingers the hateful pages of his book; to make 
public his good faith, which the trial would furnish him the 
occasion. 

**The Acad^ipie is too dignified to fearjt. As for me, 
ruined and scoffed at, I shall have the 'satisfaction of pre- 
serving my name, my work and the history just begun." 

In his words was apparent a touch of sincerity and 
earnestness, which sounded out of harmony in the midst 
of all this bedlam of accusations and upbraidings. 

The usher interrupted with the announcement: 

* 'Gentlemen; Four o'clock! four o'clock! and the 
arrangements for the funeral of Ripault-Babin are not yet 
completed!" 

*'Yes, that's so; poor old Ripault-Babin!" said Danjou, 
in a careless way. 

'*He died at the right time," was Laniboire's brutal 
remark. 

But the effect of his words was lost, for the usher cried: 

**Gentlemen will please take their seats." 

The president touched his bell. 

At his right, sat the Chancellor Desmini^res, and at his 
left, the perpetual secretary. 

The latter then read, with calm, regained assurance, the 
report of the committee on funeral arrangements, amid 
the animated whisperings of those present, and the tinkling 
of the sleet upon the window-panes. 
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At the close of the meeting, it was apparent, even to the 
most casual observer, that Astier-R6hu's company was 
purposely avoided by many of the forty immortals. 

This, then^ was the evidence of that close bond of fel- 
lowship so frequently paraded forth and ostentiousl> 
boasted of among the Academicians. 



CHAPTER XX. 

'*How late you are to-day," snapped Corentine, as she 
opiened the door for her master. She was another person 
whom the Institute did not awe. 

"Monsieur Paul is in your study with Madame. Go 
through the record-office; the salon is full of people wait- 
ing for you." 

That room, which had furnished a livelihood for paste- 
board makers, had a sinister appearance about it to-day, 
as if a robbery or a fire had occurred there. Astier 
shunned the place usually, but now he crossed it boldly, 
strengthened as he was by the strong resolution he had 
just taken at the meeting. 

After this great effort at dominating his will, and this 
display of courage, the thought that his son was awaiting 
him quieted his nerves. He had not seen him again since 
the duel, at which time he had given way to strong emo- 
tion in the presence of his boy, who, whiter than the shirt 
he wore, lay on the ground; and the father had cried with 
joy on going up to him and taking him in his great arms, 
and pressed him long and eagerly to his breast, while he 
uttered not a word. 

But no sooner had he entered the room, and noticed the 
mother and son whispering close to one another, with averted 
eyes, in the mysterious manner that distinguishes accom- 
plices, his complacency vanished. 

"Here he comes, now," said Madame Astier, who was 
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dressed for going out. Then in a half-serious tone, she 
presented her son with: 

**My dear; M. Count Paul Astier.'' 

Astier-R^hu surveyed them both with surprise, drawing 
up his bushy eye-brows as he did so: 

'*Count Paul Astier?" 

The young man, who looked extremely well after a six 
months' exposure to the sunny air, explained that he had 
just been offered the title of a Roman Count : it meant 
less, of course, to him than to the woman who was about 
to assume his name. 

**You? marry?" queried the father, growing more and 
more suspicious, *^And to whom, pray?" 

'*The Duchess Padovani." 

'*You are a fool ! She is twenty-five years older than 
you are. The Duchess ! and besides— besides" — ^he hesi- 
tated, as if to clothe his words in respectful garb, and then ^ 
brusquely finished, **who marries a woman who every- 
one knows has been the property of another man for 
years !" 

^'It seems that fact has never prevented us from dining 
at her house, and incurring obligations to her," sneered 
Madame Astier, shaking her small head menacingly. 

Without replying, or even noticing the tone of her voice — 
as if he did not deem her competent to be consulted in 
affairs of this kind — ^the good man approached his son, 
and, in a pained voice, his lower lip trembling the while 
with emotion, said: 

"Think of what you are about to do, Paul; think of 
the name you bear, and do not take this step, my boy; 
I beseech you." 

He took hold of him by the shoulder, and swayed him 
gently to the vibration to his words. 

But the yoUng man promptly released himself, as it this 



ONE OF THE "FORTY." 233 

demonstration^ no.>x.,3^„_ ^^^ ^^^^^^^^ j^j^ 
tion with vague phrases. — 




**I do not agree with yop; that is not i 
the matter." 

The father read in his son's face a look of furtive deter- 
mination — that son whom he felt was so far away from 
him in fihal love. He instinctively elevated his voice, 
and invoked his right as the head of the family. 

A smile exchanged by Paul and his mother — another 
proof of their conspiracy in this disgraceful affair — exas- 
perated the elder Astier. 

He thundered and raved; threatened to protest publicly; 
to write to the papers; and to dishonor both mother and 
son, in his forthcoming history. 

This was his most terrible threat. Whenever he smd of 
a person since, gone; 

*'I have flayed him alive in my history," no chastisement 
seemed so severe as this. 

Nevertheless, the two allies scarcely winced. Madame 
Astier, whom this threat of being dishonored affected almost 
as much as if she had seen the inevitable trunk being car- 
ried through the passage^ contented herself with saying, as 
she buttoned up her gloves: 

*'You are aware that everything said here can be heard 
in the next room." 

In spite of the door and the overhanging tapestry, the 
noise of a conversation in the salon could easily be distin- 
guished. 

Then, suppressing and bridling his angry passion, he 
continued: 

**Mark me well, Paul," said Leonard Astier, shaking his 
finger in his son's face, "if this thing, of which you speak, 
occurs, do not expect ever to see me again. I shall not be 
present on the day of your marriage. I wish to see no 
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more of you. not even at my de--'>ed- You are no 

longer my son. i reno.- -'«"'. ^ *="«?y°"' ' ^ 

Paul reni-^ '^*y cooliy, stepping back from the finger 
^icii almost touched his nose. 

"Come, now, my dear father — oaths and blessings you 
know, have no longer a place in respectable homes. Even 
at the theatre, they have ceased to swear and 'bless-you' 
any more." 

"But they still punish; you rascal!" roared the old man, 
with his hand upraised. The mother gave a furious shriek: 
"Leonard!" while, with an agile feint at parrying, Paul 
caught the blow as deliberately as if he were at Keyser's 
establishment, and without leaving go of his father's hand,' 
murmured: 

"Oh, no; none of that!" 

The old Arvemian endeavored wildly to release himself; 
but as strong and vigorous as he was, he had found his 
match in his son. Just at this exciting juncture, when 
father and son were looking daggers at one another, and 
glaring villainously at each other, the door of the salon 
partly opened, and the saucy smile of a fat woman, whose 
face was fringed with feathers and flowers, made its ap- 
pearance. ^ 

"Oh ! Pardon, dear master, just a word. Ah! Ade- 
laide! you here? And Monsieur Paul, too! How fine 
and grand you do look — Oh, ah ! a family scene !" 

A family scene, indeed I But an example of jars com- 
mon to the modem family. Scenes caused by those wide 
gulfs which are often met with in all stages of European 
society, the usual concomitants and results of the fundamen- 
tal principles of hierachy and disputed authority: gulfs which 
were startlingly apparent here at the Institute, under its 
majestic cupola, where domestic and traditional virtues 
clashed together in indiscriminate variety. 



ONE OF THE ''FORTYr 235 

How many firesides are free from these incidents ? 

The home of the Astiers was surely not one of those 
exceptional instances, which, now and then, are to be 
found, like oases in the desert. 



CHAPTER XXI. 

It was frightfully suffocating in Room No. 8, where Jthe 
case of Albin Fage was at last called, notwithstanding the 
interminable^ preliminary examination, and the fact that 
every effort had been made to stop its prosecution. 

Never had the room of the Correctionnelle, with its 
moldy, bluish walls and its pale, lozenge- shaped gilding 
lending to it a touch of squalor and dinginess, seen crowded 
upon its dirty benches and crushed in the aisles such an 
elegant and fashionable assemblage. 

Flowery hats and spring costumes — the work of the great 
modistes — contrasted strongly with the black material of 
the caps and gowns. And still people were pouring in 
through the entrance-corridor, the two doors of which 
swung to and fro continually against a throng dotted by 
heads bunched close together, and upturned to the mellow, 
white light that gleamed down upon them from the gallery. 

Quite well known — almost notorious, you might say — 
were these frequenters of Parisian f(§tes, of swell funerals, 
or important **first nights." 

Marguerite Oger was to be seen in the foreground, with 
the little Countess de Foder and the pretty Mrs. Henry, of 
the American Legation, ^d also Madame Ancelin, 
dressed in mauve, leaning on the arm of Barrister Rave- 
rand. 

Mme. Eviza, looking like a bower of beautiful roses. 
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was there, too, elbowed roughly by a black, buzzing crowd 
of young law-students. 

Behitd the tribunal, among the seats that were reserved, 
stood Danjou with folded arms, coolly surveying the audi- 
ence and the judges as well. His profile, casting a shadow 
upon the high window, pointed out distinctly the hard, 
regular features of his bull-shaped head which had been 
a familiar figure for f )rty years. It seemed like* a proto- 
type of worldly coarseness and all its manifestations. 

On the side, stood Astier-R^hu and Baron Huchenard, 
both of whom had been summoned as witnesses. The 
latter was the only academician who dared to brave the 
scathing speeches of counsel, especially that of Albin 
Fage's lawyer — ^that terrible sneerer from Margery^ 
whose nasal twang threw not only the audience, but even 
the bench, into roars of laughter. 

. They, were going to laugh — ^you could tell that by the 
very air — by the jolly shak-ng of the inclined caps; by the 
shade and by the winking of the eyes; and by the little warn- • 
ing injunctions that arose to the lips of the judges. 

So many fictions had been related of the gallant deeds 
of the Httle humpback, who was just being led to the pris- 
oners' box, and who, with his long head nicely smoothed 
with pomade, threw around the room, withm the enclosed 
portion of the bar, one of those quick, hawk-like glances, 
which the ladies were not slow to catch. 

Some one made an allusion to compromising letters, to a 
diary of the accused, boldly containing the names of two 
or three notorious personages, names repeated over and 
over again, which involved the owners deeper and deeper 
in all its disgraceful details. A copy of this piece of evi- 
dence was passed around the reporters' table. 

It was an interesting and pretentious autobiography 
in which the conceit of an imposter disclosed the inherent 
vanity of the workman "who had been his own instructor." 
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But in reality, no reference was made to these alleged 
facts. Fage restricted himself to informing the court 'that 
he was bom near Varsy {Haute-Marri)^ as well formed as 
other people who see the light of day — ^that's invariably 
the way humpbacks put their case — and that, at the age 
of fifteen years, he received a fall from a horse, which in- 
jured him severely and caused his back to swell. 

He went on to state that, contrary to the experience of 
the majority of his fellow-men, whose development is very 
gradual^ the liking for female society had, in his instance, 
come to him at a late period but when it did come^ 
it took hold of him with incredible fervor. 

At the time, he was employed at the book-store near the 
corner of the Panoramas, 

His deformity placed him at a disadvantage in respect 
of the pursuit of feminine captivation, so that he turned 
his attention to some means of making a great deal of 
money; and the story of his amours and his forgeries, 
thrown together with the details of his busy life, with his 
inks, and his parchments, presented chapter titles like 
these, for instance: 

•*My first victim." 

"Angelina, the stitcher." 

"All on account of a hot binding-hoop.** 

"The ginger-bread oven." 

*^I enter into relations with Astier-R^hu." 

"The mysterious ink." 

*'A defiance to the chemists of the Institute." 

From all this reading, the fact was made apparent that 
the perpetual secretary of the Academic Fran9aise — the 
official authority in science and literature — had allowed 
himself to be duped, two or three years consecutively, by 
the ignorant brain of this fellow, who was crammed with 
bibliographical dregs and stuffed with smatterings of badly 
digested books. 
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Here, then, was the amusing explanation of the whole 
affair, and the cause of all this affluence. 

One could get a fair idea of what the Acad^mie really 
was in the person of Astier-R^hu, towards whom all eyes 
were directed, as he sat among the witnesses in the first 
row, immobile and preoccupied. 

. He scarcely replied — and with out a turning of his head — 
to the empty praises of Freydet, who stood behind him, 
with his hands encased in black gloves, and a wide band 
of crepe around his hat, both tokens of mourning for the 
quite recent decease of his sister. 

Called by the 4efense^ the good candidate was fearful 
lest his testimony might injure his prospects with Astier- 
R^hu. He excused himself^ and waS; explaining how he 
had met the despicable Fage at V^drine*s house. 

But his whispering was drowned in the noise of the room 
and in the mumbling of the tribunal, disposing of causes, 
sung out in a monotone: '*Call the next case! Call the 
next case!" the order falling like the whizz of the guillotine, 
cutting short the bickerings of counsel and the pitiful appeals 
of poor devils, mopping their feverish brows at the bar, 
and interjecting: 

'*But, your Honor — " 

**Call the next case!" 

Sometimes, from the rear of the hall, comes a tearful 
cry, to the frantic waving of undistinguishable arms: 

"I am here, your honor ; I can't get through ; there are 
too many people in the way." 

''Call the next case!" 

Ah, when a person has witnessed these hasty disposi- 
tions, and sees the symbolical scales adjusted with 
such amazing dexterity, he gets a strong impression of the 
equality of justice. 

It is almost like the sensation one feels when he hears 
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mass lor the dead indecently hurried through with by a 
strange priest at the funeral of some poor wretch. 

Finally, the voice of the presiding judge announces : 

"Call the case of Albin Fage " 

A profound silence falls-over the room and extends even 
to the farthest limit of the balcony, where some people are 
standing on the benches in order to see what is going on. 

Then after a brief parley at the bar, the witnesses pass 
through the closed ranks of gowns to the bare, dirty room, 
ill-lighted from a narrow alley, and furnished with faded 
cushions; the room set apart for witnesses. 

Astier*R6hu, who was to be called as the first witness, 
did not go in, but walked up and down in the shadow of 
the passage between the two rooms. 

In answer to Freydet, who inquired whether he should 
remain with him, he spoke sharply: 

^'No — ^no; leave me. I wish to be left alone." 

And the candidate, quite crestfallen, was compelled to 
join the other witnesses, who were standing about chatting 
in small groups. 

Among them were Baron Huchenard; Bos, the paleo- 
grapher; the chemist Delpech, of the Acad6mie des 
Sciences; a few writing-experts and two or three pretty young 
ladies, whose pictures adorned the walls of Albin Page's 
chamber. 

The latter were delighted at the thought of the notoriety 
that they would secure by reason of their connection with 
the case; and they laughed in a boisterous manner, showing 
off their ruffled *'directoires" by way of contrast with the 
the coarse, linen bonnet and woven mittens of the janitress 
of the Cour des Comptes, 

V^drine, too, had been summoned, and Freydet pro- 
ceeded to take a seat by his side upon the wide sill of the 
open window. 

Borne along, as they were, by counter-currents, which 
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in Paris separated their lives, it happened that, since the 
summer before, the two friends had seen one another only 
once — at the recent obsequies of poor Germaine. 

V^rine seized his friend's hand, and inquired about his 
health, and whether he was reconciled to the severe loss he 
had sustained. 
. The candidate shrugged his shoulders. 

"It is hard certainly; it is very hard, But just you wait; 
I shall be all right yet." 

The other opened wide his eyes at the display of such 
selfish, brutal unconcern. 

"Why, man j that do you think ! Twice in one year they 
played me false." 

The terrible loss — the only one for him — was his defeat 
for the seat of Ripault-Babin, which had slipped away 
from him in the same manner as Loisillon's had. 

Suddenly, he comprehended, and heaved a great sigh. 

"Ah! yes; poor Germaine!" 

She had sorely taxed her strength the whole winter for 
the sake of this ill-fated candidature. She had given two 
dinners a week, frequently prolonged up till midnight and 
the early hours of the mom, wheeling her mechanical chair 
about in all comers of the salon. 

She had spent her dying powers in more eager, more 

.earnest endeavors than her brother's. At the last, last 

moment, when the power of speech had feCiled her, her 

poor, twisted fingers were busily engaged in pointing the 

border of some clothes. 

"Yes, my dear fellow, she died at her sewing, and 
counting up my chances for that accursed chair — ^and I 
cannot bear to think that there is nothing I can do for 
her; the Acad^mie avails me little, but despite everything, 
the joy of that dear memory — " 

He stopped short; then his tone changed, and in a lower 
pitch, he continued. 
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'*To tell the truth, Vddrine, ever since my brow has 
been branded with Ais desire, I have not been able to 
think of aught else. My sister is dead, and I have hardly 
mourned or wept for her. I have to make my visits, to 
♦drum' for the Acaddmie, as Chose says. I am shrinking 
up, and going all to pieces. What a grand piece of tom- 
foolery it all is!" 

In the severity of these words, and the fiery tone in 
which they were uttered, the sculptor no longer recognized 
his Freydet of old, once so calm, polite and cheerful. The 
restless eye, the anxious, wrinkled brow, the convulsions 
of his clenched fists, all indicated passion and fixed deter- 
mination. 

Notwithstanding the fact that his meeting with .V^drine 
seemed to have rendered him somewhat despondent, he 
asked: 

**How are things with you? Where do you keep your- 
self? How's your wife? your children!" 

His friend replied with a satisfied smile: 

** Thank God, my small tribe is safe and well. The 
little one has just been weaned; my boy continues to 
promise finely, and is anxiously awaiting the centenary of 
old R^hu. He is hard at work; had two paintings in the 
Salon this year; both secured pretty fair places, but sold 
at wretched figures." 

To offset this state of happiness, a creditor, quite as 
imprudent as insatiable, had levied on the Knight, and it 
had been taken from halting-place to halting-place, first 
occupying quarters in a spacious store-room in the Rue de , 
Rome^ where, after being again removed — ^this time to a 
stable at BatignoUes — ^it was now lying unused under the 
carriage-shed of a feed-dealer at Levallois, 

Here, from time to time, the whole family went together 
to view it. 

'*Sic transit gloria,''^ was V^drine's laughing remark, as 
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just then the voice of the bailiff called the name of the 
witness — Astier-R^hu . 

The silhouette of the perpetual secretary was visible 
for a moment in the dim, uncertain light that fell upon the 
tribunal, stiff and firm; all but his back, which he neglected 
to keep rigid; and his broad shoulders shook in the 
betrayal of keen emotion. 

**Poor Crocodilus!" sighed the sculptor, ''tie is going 
to be put through a distasteful siege. The story of the 
autographs; the marriage of his son — " 

"Paul Astier, married?" 

"Three days ago: to the duchess. It was a sort of mor- 
ganatic union, without any other assistance than that of 
the young man's mother and four witnesses. I was pres- 
ent, as you may suppose, when you remember the singular 
fatality that has connected me with all the acts and doings 
of this Astier family." 

And V^drine told of his astonishment on seeing in the 
mayor's office the Duchess Padovahi, pale as death, 
proud, but heartbroken, her gray hairs, which she had 
barely taken the trouble to smooth, lending to her face a 
ghastly aspect. And he related how Paul Astier stood at 
her side — Monsieur, the count — with that cold, heartless 
smile and handsome look he always wore. 

Everyone had used his eyes, but no one spoke, excepting 
the deputy, who, after staring the two elderly ladies out of 
countenance, tried, with gracious mien and a bow, to say, 
"We are waiting now for the bride." 

"The bride is present," responded the Duchess, with an 
affirmative nod of her head. 

From the mayor's office, where the deputy, who per- 
formed the service, had the good taste to spare them a 
lengthy admonition, they repaired to the Catholic Institute 
on Rue de Vaugirard. A stylish, aristocratic church it 
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was, all gilded, and fragrant with flowers, and enveloped in 
a lustrous blaze. "" 

The wedding party occupied but one row of seats, and 
gave ear to Monseigneur Adriani, the Nuncio of the Pope, 
who jabbered out an interminable homily, which he read 
from an extract entirely printed in an illustrated cartulary. 

What an inspiring picture this worldly prelate presented, 
with his prominent nose, thin lips, and spare shoulders, 
covered by his purple cassock, preaching about the ''hon- 
orable ancestry of the wife," and the **youthful accom- 
plishments of the husband," and casting at the same time 
a droll, pretended look askance upon the velvet kneeling- 
desk at the side of the sad couple. 

Then the time came for leaving, and there followed an 
interchange of cold salutes among the arches of the litde 
cloister, and the Duchess breathed a sigh of relief, and 
murmured: 

"Thank God! that is ended!" 

She had uttered these words in the despairing tone of a 

woman who had measured the gulf before her; and she 

cast her eyes down in it in order to keep a promise of 

honor. 

***** 

"I assure you," continued V^drine, "that never in the 
whole course of my life have I witnessed anything so pitiful 
or so touching as this ceremony of Paul Astier*s marriage." 

' 'A supercilious scamp, notwithstanding, is our young 
friend," muttered Freydet between his teeth. 

"Yes, one of your *strugforlifersP " The sculptor 
repeated the appellation with pecuiiar stress — ^^strugfor- 
lifers*^ — ^meaning thereby a new race of ferocious young 
fellows, who utilize the Darwinian theory of "the survival 
of the fittest," as a sort of scientific excuse for all their petty 
villainies. 

Then Freydet resumed: 
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'* At last, he has gained the wealth he has so long coveted. 
His nose did not lead him astray, this time." 

'*Wait and see. The Duchess is not the person to suit 
him; and his eye had a confoundedly vicious look in it at 
the mayor's office. If his elderly wife wearies him too 
much, you will soon see him applying to ih^Cour d'' Assises^ 
this son and grandson of * immortals.' " 

"Witness, V^drine!'* shouted out the bailiff in a high 
voice. 

At the same time, a loud shout of merriment from the 
pushing, garrulous crowd, issued in through the door. 

"Jupiter! maybe they're not having^a jolly time in there!'' 
said an orderly of the Garde de Farts in the corridor. 

The witness-room had been gradually emptied during 
the conversation of the two chums, so that now Freydet 
and the janitress of the Cour des Comptes were the sole 
occupants. 

The latter was very much terrified at the idea of appear- 
ing in court, a,nd was twisting the strings of her bonnet in 
a nervous manner. 

For the candidate, on the other hand, the occasion was 
an opportune one to flatter publicly both the Academic 
Fran9aise and its perpetual secretaiy , in a little speech 
which would be sure to be reported verbatim in the news- 
papers, and serve as a prelude to the address which he 
could deliver upon his accession to the ranks of the forty. 

Now that he was all alone — for the good woman had in 
her turn been summoned — ^he paced the room, stationed 
himself at the wmdow, and rounded out his periods and ex- 
ecuted his flourishing gestures that were gloved in black. 

The house right in front of him — it was not to be mis- 
taken — was one of those grimy, foreboding, contagion- 
breeding hovels, where sweaty, uncivilized laborers dwelled. 

A fat hand, at the end of a bare arm, raised a red curtain, 
and drew an equivocal invitation. 
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"Oh, what a Paris this is!" 

A flush of shame mantled the cheek of the prospective 
immortal; and he retired quickly from the window, and 
took refuge in the hall. 

"One of the lawyers is speaking now," the orderly 
whispered to him, while a voice, couched in mock indigna- 
tion, rang out upon the superheated atmosphere of the 
corridor: 

"You have meddled with the harmless passion of an aged 
man — *' 

Freydet thought aloud: 

"Well, and how about myself?" 

"Perhaps they have forgotten you " 

"They always do," the poor fellow answered, mourn- 
fully. 

Just at this moment, a violent outburst of laughter 
greeted the unpacking of the false Mesnil-Case collection, 
containing letters from kings, popes, and empresses; from 
Turenne, Buffon, Montaigne, La Boetie and Cl^mence 
Isaure; and at the mention of each new name of this high- 
sounding, fantastic collection, laying bare the inordinate 
gullibility of the official historian, arid telling the story of 
how the entire Institute had been hoodwinked by this 
diminutive gnome, the mirth of the crowd redoubled. 

Freydet could hear no more of this irreverent jollity that 
made his protector and master, Astier-Rehu, an object of 
derision; and because he also felt that his candidature was 
thereby placed once more in jeopardy. 

He made his escape and descended to the floor below, 
. wandered a long time about the court-yards, then walked 
up and down the pavement in front of the gate, finally 
mingling with the stream of people passing up and down, 
*o the tinkling of carriage-livery, the rumbling of vehicles, 
in the clear light which was closing in upon a June day. 
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Witty remarks fell from each of the groups, as if it were 
an audience dispersing after a very amusing farce. 

"Ta, ta! little humpback! Five years in prison and 
costs — ^but, my, wasn't that lawyer funny?" 

Marguerite Oger, perpetrating that giggle which she 
makes use of with such fine effect in *'Musidora," 
exclaims: 

"Ah, my boys; my boys — *^ 

And Danjou, as he escorts Madame Ancelih to her 
carriage, makes the remark: 

"It is a slap in the face of the Acad^mie — a stunning 
blow — ^but very well given — " 

Leonard Astier, who heard this insinuation and man^ 
others besides, walks off alone without so much as turning 
his head aside, entirely disregarding the warnings one 
would throw to anothen 

**Look out, here he comes!" 

This was the beginning of his disgrace; he would soon 
become the butt of puBlic ridicule, and would be railled 
at by all Paris! 

"Give me your arm, my good master." 

Freydet had rejoined Astier-Rehu, yielding to an irresist- 
ible impulse of his heart. 

"Ah, my friend, how happy you make me," spoke the 
elder in a weak, husky voice. 

They walked together for a while in silence. The ver- 
dure of the quais shaded and adorned the stones; the 
noises of the street and the ripple of the water rang out in 
the joyous air. 

It was one of those days when a man feel that there is 
some respite from human misery. 

"Where are we going?" inquired Freydet. 

"Wherever you wish ; but I shall not go home," said the 
gciod man, who thought of the inevitable reception his 
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wife would accord him, and it caused him to quail like a 
chUd. 

• * * • « 

They dined together at Foini-dwjour, after taking a 
long stroll over the whole length of the water-front; and 
the calmness of the evening was heightened by the cheer- 
ing words of the Academician's disciple. 

Astier-Rehu returned home quite late. He had recov- 
ered from his five hours' test in the pillory on the stand in 
the Court-ioom No. 8, and he had now become reconciled 
to his fate, 

Five mortal hours he had endured with his hands tied, so 
tospeak^ the derisive shouts and outrageous conduct of the 
crowd, and the stream of wordy vitriol at the hands of the 
lawyer. 

"Laugh, laugh on, you baboons! Posterity will construe 
your actions." 

With this, he consoled himseff, as he crossed the spa- 
cious courts of the Institute, where all was quiet in sleep. 
All the lights were out; the stoop leading to the bay 
window was on his right, and on the left large, black rect- 
angular depressions were to be seen. He groped his way 
upstairs timidly, and noiselessly gained his study without 
the aid of a light, like a burglar. 

Ever since Paul's marriage, and the quarrel with his son, 
the immortal threw himself here at nightfall upon a rudely 
improvised bed, in order to escape those dreaded * 'curtain 
lectures," in which the wife, thanks to her endurance, 
always came out the victor, and in which the husband 
always yielded in the end, and conceded everything just 
for the sake of peace, and to secure the liberty of sleep. 

Sleep! Never had he more felt the need of it than he 
did now, at the close of this long, long day of trying and 
fatiguing events. 
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He was entering the deep gloom of his study, already 
feeling as if he were in calm repose, when he perceived 
the deep outline of a human figure, ensconced in the angle 
of the window. 

''Ah, at last; sensible at last*/' 

It was his wife! That wife who was watching and waitmg 
for him, whose slightest breath k^t him at a standstill in 
the darkness, to hearken to her words. 

"So you have had your suit; you yearned for ridicule; 
now you are deluged with it — covered from head to foot; 
so that you no longer dare to. show your face. Ah! it was 
worth your while to cry out that your son was dishonoring 
the name of Astier." 

'thanks to your fine conduct, that name has be- 
come the synonym for ignorance and idiocy; people no 
longer pronounce it without a smile. What have you to 
say to that? To preserve your historical works? Bosh! 
Who knows anything about your historical works? What 
difference does it make to you whether your docu^nents 
are false or genuine? You know very well that nobody 
reads them!" 

She walked and walked, pouring forth her thin thread 
of voice, pitched in its highest key. 

As for him, it was like being confined in the pillory — a 
continuation of the ofhcial insult to which he had listened 
at court, without so much as an objection, without, a show 
of threat, and with a haughty bearing that seemed beyond 
the reach of injury, or the need of reply. 

But how cruel these words that came from the lips he 
could not see — ^words which cut him to the quick; wounded 
every one of his feelings; and fastened themselves like 
fangs in his honor as a man and a writer. 

**Fine trash, his books were!'* 

Perhaps he supposed that by their aid he had gained 
admission to the Acad^mie? It was to her that he owed 
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his green coat and his Academical seat. To encompass 
this result, she had been obliged to live a life full of in- 
trigues and artifices; to force open one door after another. 
All her womanly youth had been wasted in his behalf j in 
securing the favor of old men high in power in Academical 
circles. 

"Of course ; but^ my dear, it had to be done." 

''A man enters the Academic on the strength of his 
worth ; you had none— or by reason of his name — or of a 
high position ; all these essentials, you were lacking. It 
was then that I entered the arena," 

And lest he doubted the truth of her remarks, and, per- 
chance might detect in her language the exasperation of a 
woman, hurt and humiliated in respect of her pride as 
wife, and in respect of a blind, motherly tenderness, she 
dwelled upon the circumstances of his election, and re- 
minded him of his well-known remark concerning Madame 
Astier's veils, which scented of tobacco, although he him- 
self was not accustomed to smoke. 

**A remark, my dear, which has brought you more re- 
nown than all your books together." 

He uttered a low, deep groan, like the despairing moan 
ofamanwho, about to be disembowelled, endeavors to 
ward off the impending blow. 

The small, sharp voice went on, without the.sUghest at- 
tention to his utterance. 

^*Ah, get your trunk in readiness, once for all; so that 
we hear no more of you! Fortunately, our Paul is wealthy. 
He will send you something to eat; for you must be aware 
that henceforth you will find that neither editors nor maga- 
zines will accept your vapid trash; and you will have to rely 
upon the fruits of the supposed dishonor of your son to 
keep you from starvation. 

*'0h, this is too much to bear!" moaned the wretched 
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man; . and he stalked out of the room to escape the ex- 
coriating diatribe. 

He groped along the walls, wended his way through the 
halls and down the stairs, and then passed out through 
the court-yard, that sounded under his step. 

With difficulty he held back the tears, and he repeated: 

^'This is too much; this is too much!" 



Whither was he going? 

Straight ahead he walked, as if he were in a dream. He 
reached the square, and gained the middle of the bridge, 
where the bracing air of the night revived him. 

He sat down upon a bench, took off his hat^ and rolled 
up his sleeves in order to cool his throT)bing arteries. 

Little by little, the regular gurgle of the water below 
quiets him; he regains his senses once more, but only to 
remember and suffer over again the hateful events of the 
night. 

What a woman? What a virago? 

And he had lived with her thirty-five years without hav- 
ing found out her disposition ere this! 

A shiver of horror swept over him at his recollection of 
those violent denunciations which his ears had just heard. 
She had not deigned to spare any of his feelings; she had 
left nothing untouched, not even that pride which was the 
only thing that now bore him up. Even his faith in his 
work, his belief in the Academic had been assailed. 

As the thought of the Acad^mie occurred to him, he 
instinctively turned in its direction. At the end of the 
deserted bridge, where the wide avenue leads up to the 
foot of the monument, the massive Palais Mazarin, loomed 
up out of the night iivnth its portico and dome. 

Ah, that dome! those stones! Deceptive objects were 
they — the causes of all his unhappiness. There it was 
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that he had come to pick out a wife; it was not love or joy 
that he had sought, but the promise of a seat in the 
Institute. 

Yes, he had at last secured the coveted place; and he 
now knew by what means it had been obtained. What a 
despicable piece of business it had been! 

Steps and laughter echoed upon the bridge, approach- 
ing in the direction of Astier-R6hu. They came from 
some students, returning to their quarters in hilarious 
spirits. 

He was afraid of bein^. recognized by them, and he arose 
and leaned over the railing. As the gay, jolly crowd 
rolled by without noticing him, he pondered bitterly upon 
the fact that he had never devoted himself to any form of 
amusement; that he had never taken a fine evening like 
this for himself, to sing merrily under the blinking stars. 

His ambition had always been on the alert, ever on a 
steady march towards that dome of a temple which had 
furnished him as compensation — what ? 

Nothing! Emptiness! 

A long time since, as far back as the date of his admis- 
sion, he had experienced this sense of triviality and mys- 
terious hope, when, after the discourses had been delivered 
and little flings had been exchanged, he was on his way 
home in the cab to take off his green coat, he had thus 
addressed himself: 

'*Well ! Now I am one of the forty. Is there nothing 
more than this ?" 

Fmally, by dint of deluding himself with silent lies, 
and by repeating over and over to his colleagues what a 
fine thing it was— -how exquisite— how grand an honor 
among honors — ^he had at last persuad.d himself that it 
was true. 

But now the curtain has fallen aside; he sees all dearly 
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now; and he longs to cry out to the youth of France in a 
hundred voices: 

^'It is not what they cl^itn. It is an egregious error! 
The Acad^mie is but a delusion, a snare, a mirage! Go 
your way and do your own work, but keep away from it. 
Above all, make no sacrifices on its account; for it has 
nothing to give you that you do not take to it — 
neither genius, glory, nor the supreme satisfaction of self." 

"The Academie is neither a place to resort to, nor an 
asylum! It is a vain idol; a religion that has not the 
power to console! The greatest misfortunes of life over- 
take you there, as everywhere else; men have died under 
tkat dome; and some have had their reasons dethroned in 
its classic halls!" 

"And those, who, in their despair, turn to it for sympathy, 
whose beseeching hands have become numb and wearied 
with love or malediction, have found within it only gloom 
— barren— pitiless — empty gloom!" 

He spoke in a loud tone, leaning bare-headed upon the 
railing with both hands. He recalled the old professor of 
yore, in his class-room, bending over the edge of his chair. 

Below, glided the river, steeped in deepest black. On 
both sides stretched a row of lamp-posts that flickered in 
their accustomed life-light, seeming to be as restless as 
things that move, have the sense of sight, but can not 
speak. 

From the shore, a drunken song floated over the water; 
the burden of which was: 

"When Cupid. . . .in the morning. . . .wakes up!" 

Some Arvemian, no doubt, returning on a spree, to his 
charcoal- boat. This reminded Astier of Teyss^dre, the 
scrubber of floors, and his glass of wine. The academi- 
cian pictured him wiping his mouth with the bottom of his 
sleeve, and remarking: 
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''L jok you, a glass of good wine is the only real good in 
Hfe." 

Even this lowly pleasure, he himself had never known 
the true meaning of, and he was obliged to envy the hum-? 
ble Teyss^dre. 

He felt keenly, then, his isolated position, the absence of 
succor, and of some shoulder upon which to vent his 
tears. His tormenting wife was right; there was nothing 
left for him to do but to pack his trunk — once for all! 



Next morning, some sergeants of the city police discov- 
ered upon a bench on the Pont des ArtSy a hat with a wide 
brim — one of those hats which seem to resemble in some 
slight degree, the phyiognomies of their owners. 

On the ground, lay a heavy gold watch, and a calling- 
card, on which was inscribed these lines: 



Leonard Astier-Rehu, 

Secretaire Perpetuel^ 
Academie Francaise, 



Scribbled across the face^ in pencil, was : 
**Here, of my own accord, I take my life." 
Ah, yes, of his own accord, of his own free will ! 
Far truer than this short sentence, written in his long, 
cramped hand, did the expression of his features, his firmly 
set teeth, the awful, protruding appearance of his jaw, tell 
of his resolute determination to die, when, after an entire 
morning's search, some boatmen recovered the body of 
Astier-R^hu by the aid of iron drag-nets, in close proximity 
to the women's free baths, quite near the bridge. 
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Thence, he was first removed to the hospital, where 
the secretary of the Institute came to identify the body. 

He was not the first perpetual secretary that had been 
fished out of the Seine. The same thing had occurred 
before in the time of PicheraPs father, almost under 
exactly the same circumstances. 

Therefore, this sight did not appear to agitate Picheral, 
filsy very much^ and he was merely curious to see how the 
body looked, lying on the long shore, with its clothes on. 
and how the bald head looked that shone like ivory. 

The town-clock upon the Palais Mazarin was striking 
the hour of one, when the hospital stretcher, to the heavy 
steps of the bearers, passed under the arch, marking its 
passage with sinister drippings. 

At the bottom of Stairway B, they stopped to take 
breath. Above, a great patch of blue sky spread out over 
the court, bathed in the blinding, scorching rays of the sun. 

The sheet of the stretcher was removed for an instant, 
and the features of Leonard Astier-R^hu were visible for 
the last time to his colleagues on the Dictionary Commit- 
tee, who had just adjourned their meeting as a mark of 
respect to the deceased. 

They stood around the body, with uncovered heads, 
not so much because they were moved by grief, as that 
they were shocked and scandalized by this demise. 

Some persons, attracted by curiosity — workmen, small 
derks and apprentices — ^stopped on their way; for the In- 
stitute serves as a sort of passage between the Rue Maza* 
rin and the quai. 

Among them was Freydet, who, as he wiped away the 
tears that he was shedding for his master — ^his good master 
— ^thought to his inner self, but not without a pang of 
shame^ that another academical seat was thus made 
vacant. 

Just at this time, old Jean R^hu came down stairs for 



d56 ONM OF THE ''FORTY,'' 

his »*digestive promenade." He knew nothing of what 
was going on ; but he seemed much astonished on observ- 
ing the throng from where he stood, on the last few steps of 
the staircase. 

He advanced to learn what the matter was, in spite of 
the fact that some of the spectators were moving off with 
sickened countenances. 

Did he comprehend? Did he recognize the body? 

His features remained as immobile, his eyes as expression- 
less, as those ot Minerva, there beyond, which stared out 
from under the brazen helmet. 

Then, taking a good look, while somebody raised the 
striped sheet from the face of the poor, dead man, old 
R^hu walked off, erect and proudly, with his long shadow 
stalking at his side. 

A veritable Immortal was he; and the shaking of his 
head seemed to say: 

* 'That's anodier thing I've seen before/' 
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